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PREFACE. 



It sediQB amoag the capnces of Jiterature, that one whose life haa 
Q»»ted an mterest so un&diog and unirersal, and whose destinies 
iavest^^eTeiimore than the splendors of his reign> the solemn graoes 
of his canrty or the stately muses of Ractne — with no unreal poetry 
the memory of Iioais XfV.— that one whose very fate wa* a poen^ 
whose very struggles were a drama, should have furnished so UtUe 
inspiration to a poet, mad escaped altogether the resuscitation of .tn« 
8tase» If it be true (as I hold it indisputable) that the great malte44 
of dramatic representatioti Ues not so much in the analysis of x>nc^ 
M in the delin^atton of:. adverse an4 opposing, passions, perhaps uq 
•object can he found mora adapted to the skill of the dramatic poel 
than the love and the repentance, the fall and the. atonement, oi 
Madame do la Valliefte^, The strongest .oootrast pf motives— Ui6 
most tragic struggle of impulse and of principle in the breast of 4 
woman, is ever t&t which is ereated by thie conflict of the Aflections 
Wid the Conscience : £{or does the spectacle fail of a great and ao 
impressive morair ify after all the concessions and most of the td- 
Uflsphs of the first, the last becomes eventually the victor. 

The mind of Madame de la Yalliere was not of the highest order. 
With her the- reasoning faculty was seated in the heart; hut her 
V9I7 weakness, united and embellished as it was wit^ so much 
gfisimiifi tenderness of sentiment ^ad honest depth of ernotioi^ 
o«ght to rendtf her character yet jnore affecting on the stage. Foif 
pa^s is rarely derived from the sternness of qualities purely iotel- 
lectqal ; and wo are ied^ by our s;|^mpathies with the infirmities of 
our nature, to conolusioas that purify and exalt it The philosophy 
of the drama is tho metaplyraics of the passions. 
• But if the character of Madame de ]a -Yalliere be dramatic, it is a 
task, 1 allow^of coAsideraUexlifficttlty^ to ooneentrate the events of 
her life into the limits of a drama. The, Probabilities require us to 
02tti9nd the, period ^of aotion, over the oight years of her historic^ 
career ; that sad,, not M^ddott, but uuoeasins, progress from inn^ 
oesiCQ. to splendor-i-from the idoliaed to the deserted^&om t^ d^ 
jj^ed to the penitent »n4dovout« ; la theintesval hereon the second 
and third act more especially, the reader will tacitly supply the lapsp 
of 4ime that may seem4o him aequired hy such haiip^oniesfa^ Fiction, 
insensibly, raa it wetereatftbUfhos.witk^ac^. . . : 

The tiai^ is past for dis^ussii»g;tbe propriety of the JJniti^, whicp 
oven the dazzUng ozampio of the Author of Sardanapalu%^could not 
prove to be othei than the sacrifiOe of Mature,- from a mieiguided 
superstitioB lor the Natural, The unity of character— the only one, 
ioae^ on which AjtistetloAreiy peremptorily insisten-^s also the only 
one. which aU time a«d aU,.o«riticism must recogoiw as essential and 
indispensable^ When the Sti^girite condemns Euripides for violating 
tho unity of his >eharatteff of Iphigenia,. by ascribing to her, inpae 
•aeq^ence, sentiments 'wholly inapposite to, and. irroconeileabje.witli, 
the character which proceeding sentences had portrayed, that great 
P^osdph^^ proved by the moat illustrjpas, example, iyhat pomm'09 
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MDM Uftcbes otitoelf-^Tiz^th^t no poQtiy pf expraMion can tton* 
for that crime in poetical ereatien by which the ereatorea are made 
inoonaiatent with themaelvea. It may, however, be noticeable, that 
wh^ fidelity to truth competa us to waive the minor unity of ikiUp 
meet and more delicale refineoMnta of art aaa lometiaMa aflbrded i» 
in our treatment of the unity of ekaraeUr, Maintaimng the mum 
and paramoont quaUties Chat individiialiM oar cNstion^ wa av* 
abbdfl • ' 



anbtlely, andy (to the noinveetisathw) ahaoat mea nai b iy, to» 
w we have aervad ouiaelvei of the Mpee of time^ to modi^ 

them or dardope. 

Ihrat Btttthebold^ 

that which yaara and evenU wonid naeeaiarfly ripen, firam t£e braWI^. 



Ihrat Bttttbe bold, theruchtoaa, never ^iMTdMiad tyrant, iapMeiflBlf 
that which yaara and evenU wonid naeeaiarfly ripen, firam the brava,. 
bot vaetHatuig, the tender but ambitioua Thane^ who raoMwa oaMtt> 
and prediction, the nrgingaaf heM, and the familiar mapnmtiana of • 
tatm^ and' more po^eriW mhiJ, fo ahape tfan Ihonsbi into netian, th* 
••Daranot,»to"IwilL»' 

f n the Play now aabmitted «» the reader, the aoppoaed interval nt 
time b^ween the aeoood and third ad p fa di i icee > thongh not perfaap* 
very raafkedly, ita efibet on tha oharaeterofLo«ie,->it brinjm(asthai 
Interval of time did in life) into mora viable diaplay hia infirraer and< 
vainer qnaKtiea, hIa gorgeona and^ aavereign aeUlahneta, hia rooibid. 
craving fi>c amnaementf (tha mental viaion aafaing beneath the glain 
of hiM awn pomp,>the pm p eitka of a temperament leatlesa, eager,, 
aoseeptible, yet cold, with pamnerad enarma and nnoallivatad re» 
aonroea In tha earlier portion ol the play, Xioaia ia not yet ** Tha- 
Oteat*' He ia tboLania of Fanlainableaa,--not flia Leuia of VeMail^ 
lea.^4n the flnah of a brilKant youth, in tha ancliamant of a antr lov«. 
. It ia a. taak not a little ardnoua to convey fo the apeetator or 
the reader the notion ait once of what lUMiia-tlia Foniteenth appeara- 
to {watarit J, and of tahat he eeemed to hia oontemporarias. Nnr 
would itperhapa bepeaaibfte to eftet the Ibtnwr abject, and yet ta* 

five La Valliere all her real eacuaea iar her waakneaa, if fortunately 
n renreaenting Lonia aa tha lovmr wa did net place bira in the vary 
noftition moat faaorable ta>hi»entomaln»aaea( hia Mieity of nhraaa^ 
hia Oftagnifibenee of taate, hia edbMaaof faaMng diegoieing hia want 
nf heart, and? thai peouttar royalty of Ibonefat and aentianent, which 
jhad tlie twofold advantage aiP rendering* nooMly and plebeian lltoaa 
wbo rejected',, boanbaetie and ridioalona thoaa viho adopM) the imit^i- 
tion. 

IheDnkndb SAtt»in,|trhov.in (be judgMontef LaArayera, waa 
to bequeath,, in himaelf, an ciniignia to poatiritf, haa left to onr niota 
Aslant examrnation a character auficMntty bitaltSgibla. Raniaikable 
tatenei» enabM hinr fo cheat with grandaar, and to be eonvldted of 
fraud in bn attitude' of graces Re never wa» mon admired than ib 
what were eattad hia 'mieflbrtanea!* In 'ofber ward^ the moiitMl 
K^4r«i*aea of a etrongHMindbd rogne appeared Wi bkn bat the^at^l^ngb 
oFaphilosophicarfiditK Hie ganina wae Mm dealtUetton. 0aring^ 
f frrsatile, sarcaatic, aceptical, eveiy thing^ bia fate preaeiftod tn him, 
Whether of ohatnietion ai^advancemenC^ waa a trifle to be toyed with 
to^dby, nnil thitywn away toHMorrow. With all bia ganerar lack f^ 

I LsMuft %M nropoily but a Count «l tbe dkte of tbe Flay. Bui as be iii ■* wait 
ilM>wa by bb Ham aaU Wgbwr tMe, 1 hat a vaataMd oa tie iltKkt i 
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fnoqiple, be betfm.jr«d, it is trae, oeeMioiiftl Ceelingp^^aiieraflitjAfid 
gliowses of »a ofiginal ii«Ueiie00. But 1 Biwpect Uutt fae liinitcif 
woi^fd have eatetmd the best pert of his Miitare to be its weelBest aod 
most foolisb* la this Piey, the Duke De Lainun is Fepiesented mi / 
tibat view of hie imiUilef m cbemder whiob eeened to bm iBost mi j / 
bjeeping wUh the position he assuoied towftrde both Meoteepen end Sf 
Jja Valliere, and most io harmony withtheirroupin^of mjrosvn oo»« 
position. But whoever perfems the pert will fec^re me for obeenr- 
vxfu that whatever it contains of ^emic muet be rtoeided as a e^ 
of the eas^ eomplaoency with whieh a bold and able Stlrtfaont moves 
among thin^ and (persons that he deems hie puppets, trifling aak 
were, with a part beneath his real genius. Hie gsiety is not animar, 
but intelleetnal-^at least, snch is mj conception of it, . 

In tl|A chanetet of Bra^lohe is embodied whatever in the Pk^ 
pretends to the Heroic,*— it is an Episode that introduoee the Bpit. 
into a Court Poem. In this character 1 heme used my lief nee of. 
'^^Xu^xf^ ^ttft ^ftfiriititfr '^^^ BraoekHie of Biogmpb^ died o^ a. 
biokan heart after Madsme de la Valliere beeeme tin viethat of tho 
King. In reviving, I have dared to recreate him. In his chatacter 
I seeh to portmy and indindualiae the oM, chiraliie, higMhoughtiedy 
and higli^pirited raee upon whose gimves rose the secklera^ pieili-' 
gate, and brilliant generation of Lwua.XIY. That splendid Sove- 
l^iffn, whose nataral talents were nefhaps grester then we ere now 
wilUng to acknowledge, confirmea the form of the Monavohy, but 
destroyed the soul of the Arietoeracy. Chivalry was the Mother of 
the Conrt, and died of her aMoncAmmt. Bra gd en s elands e^sne . 
the last of his race. His only weahnessr^the oekj infirmity whieli 
reduces him fipooi o«r respect to our syomathy— is in hii mispiacei^' 
but gallant and faithful love. Removed trom this ioAuenoe^ he never 
eppesfs but to dwarf the proportions of the Fakely-Great. Lann— 
beside bun sinks into the elandesoue jester ; the haughty Lnnis faiin« 
aeU; into the abashed and snperstiKiooscrimmal. But, brought undnr 
the influence ol his passion, the sternness of Bragelone is evev in^ 
evaded by hiaooftness. He is beio sgatn meant- to be fiNthfiil to the 
•ege be lepresents-^-to the epirit oT its kni^htiy and cnieadoiwlikd 
Bommtco* Gr^n his adoption of the eowl -is in harmony with thn 
•ncient reiigiofis 4^ianicter-^with the Ideal of the. old Franc attd 
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I know not bow far my ezecotion of this character has fallen short 
of the conception. 1 know still less how far it will produce upoo 
the stage the more subtle and the higher effects it is intended to 
oonvey. Alas ! the Plot of the Drama does not introduce it snffi- 
cientiy often, to render it worthy the acceptance of that great actor 
who never mistakes the conception of the Author, and yet who in- 
Tariably exalts it. 

May -i now be permitted to pass firom the Personages of this Drama 
to Bomethins between an explanation and an apology for my general 
treatment of the subject I hare selected, ana of the times I have 
portrayed. It seems to me that safest and time alike furnished 
' matenals for the graver Comedy, no less than for the development of 
tragic emotions. The intrigues, Che pageants, the hollowness and 
servility of the Court of France, the pliilosophy embodied by a 
Rocheioaeaalt, the manners delineated by a Dangeau, the morality 
extolled by a Geahs. are not to be approached by epic declamation ; 
they are only brought nearer to us by the glass of an easy satire, 
which defines the obfect by diminishiag, not exa^erating, the pro- 
portions which our human vision is too apt to enlarge. 

The beings of Versailles were, for the most part, men to whom pas^ 



lasting m«ral. If this, my impression ef that scene, and that time, be 
true, f trust I shall be pardoned, not only for the tone of the lighter 
pertioas of the phty, but for the use of a diction, in such portions, 
whith vKU probably sound a little proMiic to ears accustomed to the 
florid prettiness of inodem verse, or attuned to the elaborate quaintnesa 
of the elder dramatists. To thoughts and to persons that belong to 
pfosev belonss prosaic expression. Where the subject of itseH^ rises 
into Poetrv, I have given such advantage of langnace as I can com* 
mana. The essetoce of the true Poetical is, doubtless, the Appro- 
priatOi 

1 now disof iss this experiment to its fate, prefaced by these (I feat 
tedious) observations, which may prove at least that it is ndt withoitt 
«omethmg of preliminary study that I have adventured to diverge 
iato a new path of that i^'eat usalm of fiction, which g^rants indeed ta 
indolence the shade and the fountain, but guards the fruit and the 
Ueaanre^ as the just monopoly of labor.'*' £. L. B. 

Parit, iUt December, 1855. 

[itical justice have obliged me to an anackroa- 

I of Mdiiaroe de MonteiB^pan, In reaHty,, if 

]J et raor^ slrikinsly retributive than it appears 

^ n friend^ by a friend sbp was betrayed; tha 

devotee ; and what Montespan was to Ia 

to Montespan. I should i^so add that tha 

IX of interest required w the sU^e has 

liouis in the /a<^ scene. According to History. 

aidame de la VaUiere (when she announced 

:he veil) that he acted that part, and uttered 

[ have ascribed him to in the convent of the 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



This Play (with the above Preface) was written in the autumn and 
winter .of 1835. It was submitted to no other opinion than that of 
Mr. Macready, with whom the Author had the boner of a personal 
aquaiotance; and who, on perusal, was obligingly anxious for its 
performance at Drury Laiie. The manager of that theatre wished, 
naturally perhaps, to see the manuscript before he hazarded the play ; 
the Author (perhaps no less naturally) dcclined^a condition from a 
manacrer that he would not have listened to from a publisher. He 
considered that in trusting to the chance of a new experiment in lit- 
erature, no risk was equal to his own. Subsequently, Mr. Morris of 
the Haymarket Theatre, was desirous of the right of performing the 
play, and acceded at once to the terms proposed. A difficulty with 
respect to the actors obliged the Author, however, to break off the ne- 
gotiation, and to decide upon confining the publication of his Drama 
to the press. The disinterested and generous zeal of Mr, Macready, 
(to whose genius the character allotted to him is by no means ade« 
quate,) with the very prompt and liberal aepedence, on the part of the 
present manager of Covent Garden, to the conditions of the Author , 
have induced him, however, to alter his intention, and to rank himself 
with the Neophytes of that great class of writers whose rights, some 
years ago, when he little thought he should ever be one of so illustri* 
ouB a fraternity, it was his fortune to protect ^and to extend, 

4lbanif, OtfobtTf 1836, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Louis the Fourteenth. 

The Duke de Lauzun, "^ 

Count Grammont, > {Courtiers) 

Marquis de Montespan, ) 

The Marquis de Bragelone {betrothed to Mademoiselle de 

la Valliere,) 
Bertrand {the Armorer,) 

Courtiers^ Gentlemen of the Chamber^ Priests^ ^c. 

Madame de La Yalliere. 

Mademoiselle (aflerwards Duchess) de la Yalliere. 

Madame de Montespan. 

The Queen. 

Abbess. 

Nuns^ Ladies^ Maids of Honor^ ^c. 
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tHE 



DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE 



AOTL 



• SCENE 1. • 

Time — sun-seU On ike ' foreground an did Ckateauf 
beyond, Vineyards and Woods, tohich present, tkrovgk 
their 0pen{ngs, Views of a Hiver, reflecting the snn-set. 
At a distance, the tuYfeis' of the Convent of the Car- 
melites. • ' • f \ 

Madame and Htddemoiselle de la ValHere. 

m ' ' . . . "» 

'Tis our last ev^, tny lijother ! 

MABAATE ■1>E tA VALLIEIRB. 

Thou regret'st it, ' 
My owD Louise ! albeit the court invites thee — 
A court beside wbo^e jlerie$, dull aod dim 
The, pomp. af, eastern kings, hy poets told ; 
A court— : — ^ 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VA'LLIEItE. 

In which I shall not see my noUi0r! 
Nor tlifese old waifs, in which, from every stone, 
Childhood speaks eloquent of happy years ; • 
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4 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. [Act I. 

Nor vines and woods, which bade me love the earth, 
Nor yonder spires which raised that love to God ! — 

( The vesper hell tolls,) 

The vesper bell ! — my mother, when, once more, 
I hear from those grey tower? that holy chime. 
May the child's heart 6e stiU na fall of Heaven, 
And callous to all thoughts of earth, save those 
Which mirror Eden in the face of home ! 

MADAME DE LA VALLIERK. 

Do I not know thy soul l-rthrough every snare 
My gentle dove shall 'scape with spotless plumes. 
Alone in courts, I have no fear for thee ; — 
Some natures take from Jnnocej)C!& the lore 
Experience teaches ; and their delicate leaves. 
Like the spft plaat, shut out ^\ wrongs ^nd .shrink 
F.ron? vice by instinct, as the wfse by knowledge : ' 
And such is thine ! My voice thou wilt not hear, 
But Thought shall whisper where my voice would warn, 
And Conscience be Xhy ixiother and thy guide ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Oh may I merit all thy care, and most 

Thy present trust 1-^Thou'lt write' tO'iiie,.my' mother. 

And tell me of thyself: amidst the court 

My childhood's images shall rise. Be kind 

To the poor cotters in tb^ wopd ^--nalas, . 

They'll miss me i\\ the winter ! — and my birds ? — 

T^y hand witt fefed then? ? 

MADAM« DE LA VALLIERE. 

And that iloble heart 
That loves me as my daughter should be loved"— 
The gallant Bra^elone ?* — should I hear 

f*iThe sathof haii, throughout this play, availed himself of the poe- 
tical licence to give to the name or.pragelone the Italian pj-o^nuncift^ 
tioQ, ana to accent. the final e. 
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Scene I ] YfiB DCTCH^S DE LA VALLIERE. « 

Some tidings Fanad forgeti^^m the dia ' 

or c^uBpB I learn tky un^g^ makes his solace. 
Shall 1 Bot write of kim ?-^ 

MADEMOISEI^I^Ji: P« LA VALI^IPKS O^VA 2it4(#Vrci|f;«.) 

His bame will breathe 
Of home and friendship ; — ^yes ! — 

. UAP^Vm Pf5 ^ A VAJfLIBRE, 

Of 'B0ugbi beside 1 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Nay, why so pressing 9— ^Jet nie change the theme. 
The KiDg I'-^yoa hayp p^en him ; — is he, as they say, 
So fair — soslat<»ly/ 

MADAME DE LA VALLIERE. 

Ay, in truth, my daughter, 
A king that wins the awe he might command. 
Splendid in peace and terrible in war; 
Wise in the council-r-gentle in the bower. 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Strange, that so often through mine early dreams 
A royal vision flitted ; — a pro^d form, 
Upon whose brow nature had written * empire ;' 
While, on the lip, — love, smiling, wrapt in sunshine 
The charmed world that wa)s its worshipper^ — 
A form like that which clathed the gods of old, 
Lured from Olympus by some mortal maid, — 
Youthful it seeined-^but with ambrosial youth j 
And bea\itiful — bilt half as beauty were. 
A garb too earthly for a thlpg dh'ine : — 
Was it not strange, my mother 1 

MADAME DB LA VALLIERE. 

A cjwht's fwcy, 
Breathed inip life by thy brave father's sc^^U 

2* 
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6 THE DUCHESS DE LV VALLIERE. {Act I. 

He taught thee, in thy cradle yet, 16 lisp 
Thy sovereign's name iii pva3rer«^and still together. 
In thy first infant creed,, were linked the. lessons 
• To HONOR Gpp, aWd love the king ;' it was 
A part of that old knightly faith of France, 
Which jin^d^ it half religion to be loyal. 

MADEMOISELLE D£ LA VALLIERE. 

It might be so: I haVe [Preserved the lesson, 
Kf*n 'with, too :weak a reverence. — Yet, *lis strange ! 
A dream so oft renewed !— 

MAJOAME DE LA TALLfERQ. 

Herecomej thy lover! 
Thou wilt not blame him if his lips repeat - - 
The question mine have asked ? Alphonso, welcome ? 



SCENE 11. 
Bragelone, Madame and Mademoiselle de la Valliere. 

BRAGELONE. 

My own Louise ! — ah 1 dare I call thee so t t 

War never seemed so welcome ! since we part. 
Since the soft sunshine of thy smiles must f^de 
From these dear scenes, it soothes, at least to think 
I shall not linger on the haunted spot, 
And feel, forlorn amidst the gloom of absence, 
How dark is all once lighted by thine eyes. 

[Madame de la Vallkre retires into the chaUatu 

MA9EMQISJXVE |>B LA VAUblERE. 

. "Can friendship flatter thus ?— or wouldst thou train 
My ear betimes to learn the Courtis's spoe«ch 2 
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Sceaeill.J THE DUG.E1P3S 03 LA VALLISap. 7 

.. BBi^El.ON£, _ . . 

-Louise 1 Louise ! thi» is our parting hour : • : ■ 

Me war demands — and thee the court allures. 

In such an houj\ the. old romance aUoved ' ^ 

The raaid to soften from her coy reserve, 

And her true knight, from som^e kind words, to take : 

Hope's talisman tq battle 1 — Dear Louise ! 

Say, canst thpu love ma 2 r— • 

MADEMOISELLE D£ LA yALLIER£« , / 

Sir! — 1! — love! — methinks 
It is a word that — 

BRAGELONE. 

Sounds upon thy !tps 
Like * land^ upon the mariner's, and speaks 
Of home and rest after a' stormy $Qa. 
S«ee.t i^ftflM.my youth was passed in camps ; and war . 
Hath somewhat scathed my, manhood ore my time. 
Our years ar^scarqe weU-mated; the ^oft spring 
Is thine, and o'ef my sutiuner'swanidg noon 
Grave autumr^ creeps. . Thoii say'st * I flatter !'— ^weH 
Love taught me first the golden words in which 
The honest heart still coins its massive ore. 
But fairer words, from falser lips, will soon 
Make my plain courtship rude. — ^Louise ! thy sire 
Betrothed us in thy childhood. I have watched thee 
Bud into vtrjgfinMay, and in tiiy yooth. 
Have seemed to hoand ray own! — I thiqk o(thee . 
And lam youthful still. The passionate prayer — 
The wild idolatry — the purple light 
. Bathing the cold earth from a Hebe's urn ; — 
Yea, all the soul's divjne lexcess which youlh 
Claims asit^ owq, came back when first £ loved tliee 1 . 
And yet so well L love, tlu^t if thy heart 
Recoil from. mine,-r-if but one single wblr.i 
A shade more timid than the fear which ever 
Blende trembling twilight with tlie starry hope 
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* Of maiden dreams — would stftrt thee from our udiod, 
Speak, and my suit is tonguelese !*^* 

MADBItOISELIiB DK LA TALUBXB. 

O, my lord ! 
Ifto believe all France's chivalry 
Boasts not a nobler champion,-*— if to feel 
Proud in your friendship, honored in your trust,— 
If this be love, and I have known no other, 
Why then — 

BRAGCLONE. 

Why then, thou lov'st me 1 

MADBBCOIfi»BLL]& PIfr LA VALLIBRE. (aside. 

Shall t say it ? 

I feel 'twere to deceive himf ! Is it love 1 

Love !— no, it is not love ! — (Aloud.) My nobl^ lord, 

As yet I know not alt mine own weak heart } 

1 would not pain thee, yet wouW not betray. 

Legend and song have often painted lote, 

And my heart whispers not the love which shotild be 

The answer to thine own :-^thou hadst best forget me I ' 

BRAQELOlfB. 

Forget ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE, 

I am not Worthy of thee? 

BRAGBLONC. 

Hold I— 
My soul is less heroic than I deemed it. 
Perchance my passion asks too much from thine. 
And would forestal the fruit ere yet the blossom 
Blushes from out the coy and maiden leaves. 
No ! let me love ; and say, perchance the time 
May come when thou wilt bid me not forget thee. 
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Scene II.] THE DUCHE&l DE LA VALLIERE. 

Absence may plead my cause ; it hath somemagic; , 
I fear not contrast with the courtier-herd ; . 
And thou art not Louise if thou art won 
By a smooth outside and a honeyed tongqe. 
No ! when thou seest these hunters after power, 
These shadows, minioned to the royal sud,^~ 
Proud to the humble, servile to the great, — 
Perchance thouMt learp how mucJ> one honest heart, 
That pever wronged a friend or shunned a foe, — 
How much the old hereditary knighthood. 
Faithful to God, to glory, an^ to leve, 
Outweighs an universe of cringing cpurtjers ! . 
Louise, I ask no more ! — I bide my time I 

Re-enter 'Madame de la Vallierefrom f tie chateau. 

MADAME DE LA VALLIERE. 

The twilight' darkens. Art thou now, Alphonso, 
Convinced her heart is such as thou wouldst have it ? 

BRAOELONE. 

It is a heavenly tablet — but my. name . , 

Good angels have not writ ther^ ! ^ 

MADAME DE LA VALLIERE. 

Nay, as yet, , 

Love wears the mask of friendship : she must love thee. 

BRAGFLONE (half tncrtdulotisly.) 
Thiuk'st tfiou Sot 



MADAMS DB LA VACLlElRE. 

Ay, be surct" • > . . . 

BRA GEL ONE. 

1*11 think so too. 
(Turns ta Mademoiselle de la ValHere,) 
Bright lady of my heart l-— (Aside.) By Heaven l-'tis true 1 
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iO ^ THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. [Act I. 

The rose grows richer on her cheek, likie hties 
That, in the silence of the Virgin dawn, 
Predict, in blushes, light that glads the earth. 
Her mother spoke aright ;— a'a, yes, she loves knfe! 
Bright lady of my heai-t, fereWeli ! ^nd yel , 
Again — farewell 1 . 

teADEAfO^ISBLLB DJB tA VJlftllteRE. 

' Honor and hiealih be with you ! 

MADAME DB LA VALI.'IE^X. ' 

Nay, my Louise, When warriots wend to battle, 
The maid they serve gro'Ws half a warrior too; 
And does not blush to bind on mailed bosonw. 
The banner of her colors. 

BRAOELONE. 

IXarel^skitl 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA YALLIERE. 

A soldiejr's child could never blush, m^ Lord, 
To belt so brave a breaM ;— ^and yet, — ^well, wear 5t. 
(Placing her scarf round Bragelone*s hauberk,) 

BRAGELONE. 

Ah ! add fof thy s^ke. 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA YAfiLJBR^. , 

For the sake Won^ 
Who honors worth, and ne*er since Bayard fell, 
Have banners flaunted oVr a knif^t.more truo 
To France and Fame ; — • 

BRAGELOME* . . 

. • And love ? 

MADBMOIS'ELLX DE LA TALLlERB, . 

. JNay, hush, my Lord; . . 

I said not that. 
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^ BRAOELONE. 

But Fraace and Fame shall say it ( 
Yes, if thou hears't men speak of Bra^elone, 
If proudest chiefs confess he bore him bravely, 
Come life, come death, his glory shall be thine, 
And all the light it borrowed froni thine eyes. 
Shall gild thy name. Ah ! scorn not then to say, 
*He loved me well! How well! God shield and bless thee? 
* Exit Bragelont. 

t 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA YALLIERE (aside.) 

Most worthy love ! why can I bve him not 1 

HAJD^MB DE LA yA.LLIf:RE. 

Peace to hvs gHllamt heart 1 wbea nex,t wo meet. 
May I have gained a son— and thou — - — 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLfERE (quickly.) 

My mother. 
This night let every thought be given to thee f 
Beautiful scone, farewell ! — ^fare^fellt my home I 
And thou, grey convent, whose inspiring chime 
Measures the hours with prayer, that morn and eve 
Liib may ascend th^ ladder of the angels, 
And climb to heaven I serene retreats, fiU'evefli 
And now, my moaher i^-^no ! same hoars must yei 
Pass ere our parting. 

MADAME DE LA YALLIERE. 

Clieief thee, my Louise I 
And let us now withia; the dews are falling — 

MADEMOISELLE DE L& VALLl^RE. 

And I forgot how; ill thy frame «?ay b^ar tbeoVt ; 
Pardon ! — within, iiyithin !-^ , , ■ 

iStoppimg sh&rt and gttzing frniMy on MadaiM it 
a Valiiere^) 

Y^ur hand^ dear toother ! 
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12 THS DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. [Abt I. 



SCENE III. 



An old Armory, of ike heavy French Architecture pre-- 
ceding the time of Francis the First ^ in the Castle of 
Bragelonei 

Bertrand the armorer, employed in polishing a sword. 

BERTRAND. 

There now ! I think this blade will scarcely shame 

My gallant mastor's hand; it was the Weafxin, 

So legends say, with whkh the old Loid Rodolph 

Slew by postern j^te, his lady*s leman I 

Oh, we're a. haughty race; — we old French lords ; 

Our honor is qnrusted as our steel, 

And^when provoked, as ruthless ! 

Filter Bragelone, 

. . B^A&fiJbONl;. 

Ah, old Bertraod 1 
Why, your brave spirit, *mid these caats of mail, 
Grows yauftg again. So I this, thei),is the &worii 
You'd have me wear. God wot! a trairdtaat blade, 
Not of the modern fashion. 

. I . • ■ ' • / J- ' , 

' ^ ' ' rBERTRAND. 

' ' My good lord. 

Yourself are scarcely of the modern fashion.. 
They tell me, ihat to serve 6ne*s king for nothing, 
To deem one's country worthier than onfe's Sfelf, 
To hold one's honor not a phrase to si^ear by,^^ 
.^h^y.iej^iii^ iiQ\^, i*lJ this is out of fashion. 
Come take the sword my lord ! — you have yoiif falfaer's 
<Stotn ari0.4t)4 lordly; b^rt : they're out of fashion, 
A^d y^t you keep the one — come, take the other. 
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B&AGELONE. * 

Why you turn satirist! 

BERTRAl^P. 

Batirjst ! what is that I 

BRA6£LdNE. 

Satirists, ray friend, are men who speak the truth 
That courts may say — they do not know the fashion 1 
Satire oh Vice is Wit's revenge on fools 
That slander Virtue ! — How now I look ye Bertrand ! 
Methinks th^re is a notch here« 

. BSRTRAHP. 

Ay^ my lord ; 
I would not grind ic oat ; — ^'twas here the' blade 
Clove through the helmet, ev'n unto the chin, 
Of that irreverent and most scoundrel Dutchman 
Who stabbed you, through your hauherk^joints — what time 
You placed your breast before the king. 

BRAGBI«OK£, 

Hence, ever 
Be it believed, that, in* his hour of need, 
A king's sole salegoard are his subjects hearts ! 
Ha, ha 1 good sword ! that was a famous stroke ! 
Thou didst brave deeds that day, thou quaint tid servant, 
Though now — thou'rt not the fashion 1 . , 

Bless that look, 
And that glad laugM' tfcey T»irig mc back the day ' 
When first old Bertfifand arm^d ydo ibr the wftr^,-**^ 
AJfair-faced stripling ; yet, beshrew my heart. 
You spurred tl|at'field before, the hetedsd* chms. 
And saved the gallant Lord L^.V^IKere's standard. 
And yet you were 9i »tjriptiBg then. .i . . 
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U THE lUJCHBBS Ml, LA TALLlfiRE. {Act I. 

.La Yalljere ! 
The very name goes dancing through my veins. 
Bertrand, look round the arqiory ! Is there nought 
I wore that first campaign 1 Nay, nay ! no matter ! 
I wear the name wiikin me. Harkye, Bertrand ! 
We're not so young as then wo were : when next 
We meet, old friend, we both will end our labors. 
And find some book, amidst yon antique trophies, 
Wherein to hang this idle mail. 

BERTRAND. 

Huzza! 
The village dames speak truth-^my Lord will marry ! 
And I shall nurse, in these old withered arms, 
Another boy — for France another hero. 
Ha^ ha'! i am so happy. 

BRAiQELONJB. 

Good Qki num 1 
Why this is like my father's hall — since thus 
My father's servants loye met 

BSRTRAlfD, 

All imist love you L 

3RAQ£I«eNB. 

All t— let me think so ! 

{BugU 90wd$,) 

Hark, the impatient bugle ! 
I hear the neigh of niy exultant cbargef. 
Breathing from f^r the glorious air of war^ 
Give me the sword ! . 

(EnUr Servant, toitk a leiter^) 

Her mother's liand ! — • LouitiB'^ 
Arrived at court, writes sadly, and amidst 
The splendor pines for home,' — I knew she would 1 
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Sfcentf Iliil THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. IS 

My own Louise ! — ' Speaks pfioch of the King's good- 
ness ;' — 
Goodness to her !^*~that thought tfhali give the King 
A tenfold better soldier t — * From thy friend^ 
Who trusts ere long to hail thee as her son.' 
Her son ! — a blessed name ! These lines shall be 
My heart's true shield, and ward away each weapon. 
He who shall, wed Louise ha^ conquered Fate, 
And smiles at earthly fods ! — Again the bugle ! 
Give roe your hand, old man 1 My fiery youth 
Went not to battle with so blkhe a soul ^ 
As now burns iir me.— -So ! she pines for home — 
I knew she would — I knew it I Farewell, Bertrand ! • 

[Exit Bragdont, 

BBRTRAND. 

Oh ! there'll be merry^ doings in the hall 
When my dear lord returns ! A merry wedding, 
And then — and Aen-^-oh^ such a merry christening 1 
How well r fancy his grave manly face 
Brightening upon his first born. (As he is going) 

Re-enter Bragelone. 

BRAOBLONE. 

Ho, there ! Bertrand ! 
Ohe charge I had forgot : — Be sure they train 
The woodbine riqhly round the western wing— 
My mother's old apartment. Well, man ! well ! 
Do you not hear me ? 

BFRTRAND. 

FoM, my lord ! the woodbine 1 

BRA6EL0NS. 

Yes ; see ft duly 'done. I know she loves it ; 

It clambers round her lattice. I would not 

Have one thing absent she could, miss. 

Rememfoei'l ' ' 

[Exit Bragelone. 
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BEftTBANP. 

And this is he whom Warriors call * the Stern V 
The doTe%( heart beats beneath that lion breast. 
Pray Heaven his lady may deserve him 1 Ob, 
What news for my good dame !~i'feith, I'm glad 
I was the first to learn the secret. So ! 
This year a wife— next year a boy ! Ill teach 
The young rogue how his father clove the Dutchman 
I>own to the chin ! Ha, ha ! old Bertrand now 
Will be of use again on winter nights, — 
I know he'll be the picture of his father h 

[Exit Bertrand. 



SCENE IV* 

An Ante-ehamber in the Pdktce ofJP*ontaijtehleau* 
Enter Lauzun and Chrammoni at opposite doors. 

LAtJZUN. 

Ah, Count, good day 1— Were you at court last night I 

6RAMM0NT. . 

Yes ; and the court ia grown the richer by 
A young new beauty; 

liAVZUN. 

St) ! — her name ? 

CMSAft(«IQ|«T. 

La VaHierQ ! '■ 
Ay, I have heard ;«*^a maid of honor 1 
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Sceae INT.] THE DUCHfiSS DH I.A VALLII^C. 17 

ORAMirOIIT. 

The women say slve'« piaiiu 

LAUZUN. 

The women! oh, 
The case it is that's plain— sAc must be lovely ! 

OR AM MONT',. 

Tiie dear kind gossMps of the coiHrt, deelare 
The pretty novice hath conceived a fancy — 
A wild, romantic, innocent, strange fancy — . 
For our young King ; a girlish love, like that 
Told of in fairy tales : she saw his picture, 
Sighed to the canvas, murmured to the colors. 
And — fell in love with carmine and gambouge. 

LAtr2UN. 

The simple dreamer f Well, she saw the king 7 

ORAMMOMT. 

And while she saw him, like a rose, when May 
Breathes o'er its bending bloom, she seemed to shrink 
Into her modest self, and a low sigh 
Shook blushes (sweetest rose-leaves!) from heri)eauty 

LAUZVN. • 

You paint it well. 

GRAHMONT. 

And ever since that hour 
She bears the smiling malice of her comrades 
With an unconscious and an easy sweetness ; , 

As if alike her virtue and his greatness 
Made love impossible : — so, down the stream 
Of purest thought, her heart glides "on to danger. 

LAuz;irN.. 

Did Louis note her? — Has he heard the gossip t 

S* 
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GRAMVANTW 

Neitber^ methinkt : his Majesty is cold. 
The art of pomp, and not the art of ^ovm^ 
Tutors his skill — Augustus more than Ovid. 

lAUZUN. 

The time wili come 1 The King^ at jet is youn^. 
Flush M with the novelty of sway, and fired 
With the great dream of cutting Dutchmen's throats : 
A tiresome dreoaH-^tho poets call it ^ Glory*' 

GRAMMONT. 

Somuch the better,; — 'tis one rival leas ; 
The handsome King would prove a dangerous suitor. 

LAUZUN. 

Oh, hang the danger!— He must have a mistress; 

'Tis an essential to a court t how many 

Favors one scarcely likes to ask a King, 

One flatters from a King's inamorata ! 

We courtiers fatten on the royal vices ; 

And, while the King lives chaste, he cheats, he rob^ we i 

Of ninety-ninB per cent ! 

~ GRAMMONT. 

Ha, ha !— Well, Duke, 
We meet again to-night. You join the revels ? 
Till then, adieu ! 

LAUZUN. 

Adieu» dear count ! 

[Exit GranuMtnt. 

/ The King 

Must have a mistress: I must lead that mistress* 
The times ar^ changed !— 'twas by the sword and spear 
Our fathers bought ambition — vulgar buiehers 1 
But now our wit's our spear — intrigue our armor ; 
The ante-chamber is our field of battle ; 
And the best hero is*-^he cleverest rogue 1 

[Exit Lauzun. 
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scENir:V., 

iVig^A^ — the' Gardens of ihe^ JF^niamebleau^ brilliantly 
illuminated with colored lamps — Fountains^ vases^ and 
statues in perspectiv$*^^A p^iUon in the back-ground 
— to the rigrht^ the Palace of the Fontainebhau, 
illuminated. 

Enter Courtiers, ItodifiSi S^c 

A Dance. 

3r^£n enter Chrammont and Lauzun. . 

LAUZUN. 

A brill iaat scene ! 

ORAMMONT. 

And see ! to make i^. brighter^ , 
Ttet most divkie, diverting', ponipous Marquis— 

LAUZUN. 

Who has but one idea, and two phrases ! . 

G&AMMONT. 

The one idea— -that he is a marquis I 
And the two phrases? 

LAUZUN. 

Let himself inform you. • 

Enter the Marquis de Montespan, ridiculously over- 
dr^ssd4. 

* The efiectof the scene should be principally made by jefs-d*ca)i, 
waterialis) &.c. 
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MONTBSPAN. 

My LfOrds, I'm charmed to see you !^— How's you healthy 
Dear Count? 

6&AMM0NT. 

But poorly, Sir. 

BWNTESFANT. 

I^m in despair ! 
Yours, my Lord Duke ? 

LAUZUN. 

Most flourishing ! ! 

M0NTB8PAN. . 

I'm ravished 

LAUZUN^ 

Why don't you bring your wife to court, dear Marquis 1 

MONTESPAN. 

My wife '.—•('what's that to him 1)— she hates: thfr pomp. 
And stays at home to think of wic — and bless 
The fate that made her — 

LAUZON. 

Married to a Marquis ! 

MONTESPAN. 

Precisely sol 

LAUZUN. 

And such a Marquis ! 



MONTESPAN. 

You charm, you ravish me ! 



Oh! 
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The very words 
Your lovely lady said when last I saw her ! 

MQNTESPAIf. 

She copies rae — 'tis natural t — 

GRAM MONT. 

Hi§t !— the King ! 

Enter Louis ^followed by CmrHers^ ifc, 

1.0 uis. 

^air eve and plc^£|irt revels to you all ! 
Ah, Duke ! — a -word with you ! 

(Courtiers give to ay,) 

Thon ha«t seen, my Lauzun, 
Tfi^ O^w and fair^t floweret of our court, 
This youngest of the grf^ies^— jweetXa V?^lliqre, 
Blushing beneath the world's admiring eyes ? 

LAUZUN {aside.) 

(So, so ! — he's caught !) Your Majesty speaks warmly ; 
Your prabe is just — and grateful — 



LOUIS. 



hAVIfJi^ ; 



Know you not, Sire, it is the jest, among . 
The pretty prattlers of the royal chamber, 
Tfiat this young Dian^tlie woods has found 
Eodymioii m skkingr^H avaMo^r dream, 
B/ight, but with vefttid &ii€t9^ 1 -^scarcely loVe* 



Qrateful ? 
Aye. 
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But that wild interval of hopes and fears 

Through which the child glides, trembling, to the woman 1 

LOUIS. 

Blest thought ! Oh what a picture of delight 
Your words have painted ! — 

LAUZUN. 

^, , While we speak, behold. 

Through yonder alleys, with her sister planets. 
Your mooolight beauty gleams. 

L.ours. 

•Tis shfe !-^his shadife 
Slwll hide us 1— -qgick — 

[Enters one of the bosquets. 

LADZiTN (following him.) 

I trust jny creditors 
Will grow the merrier from this night's adventure ! 

Enter Mctdemoiselle de la Valliere^ and Maids of Honor. 

FIRST BIAID. 

How hanidsome looks the Duke de Guiche: tp-Qig|it ! . 

SECOND MAID. 

Well ! tp my taste, the graceful Grammont bears 
The beh'from all !— 



Has so much witi 



TmRD MAID. 

But, then, that charming Lauzun 



fl«9T MAtp. 

And which, of all tkes^ gallints. 
May please the ftitr La Valliere most ? .^ > 
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MAIfBMOISELX.£r DE LA VALtERE. 

In truth 
1 scarcely marked them ; when the King is by. 
Who csQ have eye^ or ear, or thought for others ? 

FIRST MAIB. 

You raise your fancies high ! 

SECONjb MAID. 

And raise them vainly ) 
The King disdains all loVe I 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Who spoke of love t 
The sunflower, gazing on the Lord of heaven, 
Asks but its sun to shine ?-— Who spoke of love't 
And who would wish the bright and lofty Louis^ 
To stoop from glory? Loveshoufd not confound 
So great a spirit with the herd of men. 
Who spoke of love 1 — 

FIRST MAID. 

^ My country friend, you talk 

-Extremely well ; but some young lord will teach you 
To think of Louis less, and more of love. 

MADMOISELLE DB LA VALLIERE. 

Nay, ev,n the very presence of his greatness 
Exalts the heart from each.more low temptation. 
He seems to walk the earth as if to raise 
And purify our wandering thoughts, by fixing 
Thought on himself; — and she who thinks on Louis 
Shuts out the world, and scorns the, name of love ! . 

FIRST MAID. 

Wait till you're iridd— (Musie.) 

I But bark i ihef mttsicebjikt m 



gitized by Google 



24 THE DUCHESS D£ Ui VALUBRE. [Actl. 

For wasting this most heavenly sight so idly* 
Come ! let us join the dancers. 

[Exetini Maids^ 

(As La VMkrt follows^ ike King sHaU from thekosfuet, 
and takes her hand^ while Lauzun retires in the opposite 
direction,) 

LOVIS. 

Sweet La VallKcre ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA. YALLIERE. 

Ah!— 

LOUIS. 

Nay, fair lady, fly not, ere we welcome 
Her who gives night its beaji^ ! 

HADEMOISELLS DE L4 VALLIERE. 

Sire, permit me ! 
My comrades wait me. 

LOUIS. 

What ! my loveliest subject 
So soon a rebel? Silent! — ^Well^ fecmute,^ 
And teach the world the eloquence of blushes. 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIER^ 

I may not listen — 

L0UI8. 

WTmt 5f / had set 
Thyself the example? Wlrat if I had listened, 
Veiled by yon friendly boughs, and dared to dream 
That one West word whfch spoke of Louis absent 
Might charm his presence, and make Nature music ? 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA V^ttt'BRJB. 

Yds dUdiaot Sine I yoili ciwild Mt ! 
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Scene V.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. S* 

LOUIS. 

Could not he^t thee, 
Nor pine for these divine, unwitnessed' momenti. 
To pray thee, dearest lady, to divorce 
No more the thought of love from him wlio Jovesthde, 
And — faithful still to glory* — swears thy heart 
Unfolds the fairest world a King can conquer ! 
Hear me, Louise ! 

MADEMOISELLE BE LA VALLIERE. 

No, Sire; forget those words 1 
t am not what their foolish meaning spoke me, 
But a poor simple girl, who loves her King, 
And honor more ! Forget, and do not scorn me 1 

[Exit Mademoiselle de la Valliert. 

LOUIS. 

Her modest coyness fires me more than all 
Her half-unconscious and Inost virgin love, 

{Enter Queen, Courtiers, Ladies, Guests, S^c. ; Lauzun^ 

Grammont, and Montespan.) 
Well, would the dancers pause awhile ? 

auEEN. 

£v'n pleasure 

Wearies at last. 

LOUIS. 

We've but to change its aspect, 
And ft resumes its freshness. — Ere the banquet 
Calls us, my friends we have prepared a game 
To shame the lottery of this life, wherein 
Each prize is neighbored by a thousand blanks. 
Methinks it is the duty of a monarch 
To set the balance right, and bid the wheel 
Shower nought but prizes on the hearts he loves. 
What ho, thero! with a merry music, raise 
Fortune, to shew how Merit conquers Honors ! 
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96 THE PUCUESS DE LA VALLIERE. (Act !• 

(The Pavilion at the back of the stage opens, and dis^ 
covers tie Temple of Fortune, superbly illuminated^ 
Fortune ; at her feet a wheel of light; at either hand^ 
a golden t«iic, over each of which presides a figure—^ 
the one representing Merit, the other Honor. 

LOUIS. 

Approach, fair dames and gallaats ! Aye, as now, 
May Fortune smile upon the friends of Louis. 

( The Courtiers and Ladies groupe around the vases. 
From the one over whi^h Merit presides they drofO 
lots, and receive in return from Honor various gifts 
of jewels, 4*^) 
Enter Mademoise'lle de la ValUere, at the back of the 
stage. The King joins and converses with her in 
dumb show. 

MONTESPAN. 

Now, then, for me. 

(Draws, and receives a couple of large white feathers.) 

Was ever seen such luck ! 
I'm in despair! 

LAUZUN. 

What, Marquis ! know ye not 
Thesfe feathers are a magic spell, to k^ep 
All foes at distance ? 

MONTESPAN. 

La, you now ! indeed 1 

LAUZUl^. 

Would you be safe, show always the white feather I 
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Scene V.l THE PEUCHE8S DE LA VALUERE. Vl 

OBAMMO^T. 

Ha, ha ! Cdme, Marquis, let me put the charm 
Into its proper place. 

(Sticks the feathers upon Montespdn^s htad^ like twa 
horns.) 

. - , , . LAUZUN. , 

How they become you I 

MONTESFAN. * 

Do they, tn truth 1 Ah, Duke, I know you flatter i 
Why, tl>ey haust look like horos \ 

I 

LAUZUN. 

And if they doy 
You are not the first coiurlier who has plumed 
Himself upon his horns ; they Ve all the fashio^n. , 

(The Indies i^uannmd Mbntespam^ who appears suUen^ 
and endeavors to tafte oji the feathers— the Ladies 
prevent him-} • 

' FIRST LADY. 

No, no ; you must not ! What an air they give you I 
They look so natural. 

SECOND LADY. 

Why, your head seems made for them. 

ORAMMONT. 

Hush ! If the King perceive— 

LAUZUN. 

Ay, hush ! the King 
Love9 no one else to horn his loyal subjects. 

(The Ladies draw off Montespan, who appears recon- 
ciled to his omameni^^ to the bacff of the stage.) 
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f8 THE DUCHESS DE LA VAIXIERE. [Act I. 

^ LODIS. 

(T0 Mademoiselle de la Vdlliere.) 
Nay, If you smile not on roe, then the scene 
Hath lost its charm. 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

O Sire, all eyerare on us! 

LOUIS. 

All eyes should learn where homage should be rendered. 

MADEMOtSELLF DB LA VALLIERE* 

I pray you, Sire — 

THE QUEEN. 

Wiirt please your Majesty 
To try your fortune ? 

(Looks scornfully at Mademoiselle de la Valliere,) 

LQUIS. 

Fortune ! Sweet La Valliere. 
I only seek my fortune in thine eyes. 

{Music. Louis dfaws^ and receives a diamond bracelet 
Ladies crowd round.) 

FIRST LADY^ 

How beautiful ! 

, SBOONB LAOr* 

Each gem were worth a duchy. 

THIRD LADY. 

Oh, happy she upon whose arm the King 
Will bind the priceless band } 

LOUIS, 

(Approaching Mademoiselle de la Valliere) 

Permit me Lady^ 
(Clasps the bracelet.,) 
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Scene V.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. » 

^LAUZUN. 

Well done — well play'd. In that droll game call'd Womaiii 
Diamonds are always trumps for hearts.. 

FIRST LADY. 

Her hair's 
.. Too light! 

SECOND LADY. 

Her walk is so provincial ! 

THIRD LADY. 

D'ye think she paints^? 

LAUZUN. 

Ha ! ha ! What envious eyes^ 
What fawning smiles, await the King's new Mistress ! 



END OP THE FIRST ACT. 



4* 
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so THE DDCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. [A«t II. 

ACT II. 
SCENE L 

T^e Gardens of the Fontainebleau. 
Enter Bragelone. 

BRAOELONB. 

Why did we suffer her to seek the court T 

It is a soil in which the reptile Slander 

Still coils in slime around the farrest flower. 

Can it be true f — Strange rumors pierced my tent 

Coupling her name with — pah I — how foul the thought is ! 

The maid the King loves !— Fie I I'll not believe it! 

I left the camp — sped hither : if she's lost, 

Why then ! — down — down, base heart 1 wouldst ihou 

suspect her T 
Thau — who should'st be her shelter from suspicion f 
But I may warn, advise, protect, and save her — 
Save — 'tis a fearful word ! 

Enter Lauzen. 

LAUZUN. 

Lord Bragelone, 
Methought your warrior spirit never breathed 
The air of palaces I No evil tidings, 
I trust, from Dunkirk T 

BRAGELONE. 

No. The fleur-de-lis 
Rears her white crest unstained. Mine own affairs 
Call me to court. 



gitized by Google 



Bc^aB I.] THE DUCHESS PE LA VALUERE. Si 

LAJJZVN* . 

Affairs! I hate the word ; 
It sounds like debts. 

BRAOELONE (Astdc) 

This courtier may instruct me. 
(Aloud.) Our King — he bears him well 1 

LAUZVN. 

Oh, bravely, Marquis ; 
Engaged with this new palace of Yersallies. 
. It costs some forty millions ! 



Groan at the burthen 1 



BRAOELONE. 

Ay, the People 



LAUZUN. 



People ! — what's the People ? , 
I never heard that word at court ! — The People ! 



BRAGELOMS. 

I doubt not, Duke. The People, like the Air, 
Is rarely heard, save when it speaks in thunder. 
I pray you grace for that old-fashioned phrase. 
What is the latest news ? 

LAUZUN. 

His majesty 
Dines half an hour before his usual time. 
That's the last news at court ! — it makes sensation! 

BRAOELONE. 

Is there no weightier news ? I heard at Dunkirk 

How the King loved a loved a certain maiden — 

The brave La Yalliere's daughter ! 
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32 THE D6Ca£fiSS D£ LA VALLIERE. (PAet II. 

LAVZUN. 

How, my Lord, 

How can you vegetate in such a plac^ f 
I f^ncy the next tidings heard at Dunkirk 
Will be that — Adam's dead ! 

BRAOELONE. 

The news is old, thent 

LAUZUN. 

News ! news, indeed ! Why, by this time, our lackeys 
Have worn the gossip threadbare ! News ! 

BRAGELONE. 

The lady' 
(She is a soldier's child) hath not yet bartered 
Her birthright for ambiiion ? She rejects him ? 
Speak ! — She rejects him ? 

LAUZUN. 

Humph ! 

BRAGELONE. 

Oh, Duke, I know 
This courtier air — this most significant silence — 
With which your delicate race are wont to lie 
Away all virtue ! Shame upon your manhood J 
Speak put, and say Louis la Valliere lives 
To prove to courts — that women can be lionest I 

LAUZUN. 

Marquis, you're warm, 

BRAGELONE. 

You dare not speaki — I knew it ! 

LAUZUN. 

Dare not T 
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Scene $.] T^HE W7CHESB DE LA VALUERS. $3 

BSAOEI.ONE. 

Oh jres, you dare, with hints and smiles. 
To darken fame — ^to ruin the defenceless — 
Blight with a gesture — wither with a^neer ! 
Did I say * dare not V — No man dares it l^etter ! 

LAUZUN, 

My Lord these words must pass not ! 

BRAOELONE. 

Duke forgive me ! 
I am a rough, stern soldier — taught from youth 
To brave offence, and by the sword alone 
Maintain the licence of my speech. Oh, say — 
Say but one word 1 — say this poor maid is sinless, 
And, for her father's sake — {her father loved me !) 
I'll kneel to thee for pardon ! 

LAUZUN. 

Good, my lord, 
I know not what your interest in this matter ; 
'Tis said that Louis loves the fair La Valliere ; 
But wbat of that 1 — good taste is iiot a crime 1 
'Tis said La Yalliere does not hate the King ; 
But what of that ? — it does but prove her — loyal I 
I'know no more. I trust you're satisfied ; 
If not 



Thou Hest ! 



BRAGELONE. 



LAUZUN. 

Nay, then, draw f 
{Theyjight — after a few passes^ Lauzun u disarmed,) 

BRAGBLONE, 

Tbero, takf 
Thy sword \ Alas, eaeh slanderer wears a weapon 
No honest arm can baffle— 'Mif Is edgeless^ 

[Exit Bragehne^ 
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S4 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. C^^ct II. 

ULVZUV. 

Plea^^nt 1 This cpmos, qov, of one's condescending 
To talk with men who cannot und^f stand 
The tone of good society. — Poor felUw 1 



SCENE II, 

Enter Mademoiselle de la Valliere, 

MAD£M0IS£LLE D£ LA VAl^tlERC. 

He loyes me then I He ]oves me I Love ! wild word I 

Did I say love ? Dishonor, shame,, and crime 

Dwell on the thought I And yet — and yet — he loves me t 

{Re-enter Bragelone^ at the hack of the stage, — She takes 

otit the King^s picture.) 
Mine early dreams were prophets !:— Stops ! The King I 

BR AGE LONE, 

No, lady ; pardon me 1 — a joint mistake ; 

You sought the King— ^nd I Louise La Valliere \ 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

You here, my Lord ! — ^you herei ^ 

BRAOELON^. 

There was a maidea 
Fairer than many fair ; hut sweet and humble. 
And good and spotless, through the vale of life. 
She walked, her modest path witb blessing strewed ; 
(For ail men bless'd her ;) from her crystal name, 
Like the. breath i' the mirror, even envy passed : 
I sought that maiden at the cotirt ; none knew her. 
May I ask you — ^^vhere now Louise la Yalliere % 
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Scene II.] THE DUCHfiSS DE LA VALLlERfe 3* 

MAD{;MOl0EJiLfi P£ LA, yAl4LIERE. 

Cruel ! — unjust ! — You were my father's friend, 
Dare you speak thus to me ? 

BRA6EL0N)S. 

Dare ! dare !— *Tis well \ 
You have learnt your state betimes ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERfi. 

My state, my Lord I 
I know not by what right you thus assume 
The privilege of insult \ 

\ 

BRAGELONE. 

Ay, reproach ! 
The harlot's trick — ^for shame t Oh, no, your pardon I 
You are too high for shame : and so — farewell ! 

MADEMOISELLE BE LA VALL|fiRE. 

My Lord ! — my L^rd, in pity— No I — injustice, 
Leave me not thus ! 

BRAOELONE. 

^ Louise ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Have they belied me f 
Speak, my good Lord ! — What crime have I committed t 

BRAOELONE. 

No crime — at courts ! 'Tis only Heaven and Honor. 
That deem it aught but-^ most admired good fortune ! 
JVIany, who swept in careless pride before 
The shrinking, spotless, timoi'ous La Valliere, 
Will now fawn round thee, and with bended knees 
Implore sweet favor of the King's kind mistress, 
Hat«ha ! — this is not crime I Who calls it crime ? 
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S6 THE DtJC£[&SS DE LA VALLIERE. f Act II. 

Do prudes say * Crime V Go bribe them, and 

they'll swear 
It's name is Greatness. Crime, indeed 1 — ha ! ha 1 

MADEMOISELLE Pfi LA TALLIEBE. 

My heart iinds words at length I — 'tis false ! 

BRAOELONE. 

'Tis false \ 
^ Why speak again ! Say once more it is false — 
•Tis false ! — again, Hisfahe I 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

O God I'm wretched I 

BRAOELOKE. 

No lady, no ! not wretched, if not guilty 1 

(Mademoisellee de la Valliere^ after walking to and 
fro in great agitation^ seats herself on one of the 
benches of the garden ^ and covers her face with her 
hands,) 

BRAOELONE (aside.) 

Arc these the tokens of remorse 1 No matter ! 
J loved her well ! — And love is pride, not love. 
If it forsake ev'n guilt amidst its sorrows ! 
(Aloud) 

Louise! Louise ! — Speak to thy friend, Louise I 
Thy father's friend! — thine own! 

MADEMOISELLE DB LA VALLIERE. 

This hated court ! 
Why came I hither ? — Wherefore have I closed 
My heart against it's own most pleading dictates t 
Why clung to virtue, if the brand of vice 
Sear my good name ? — 
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B^swwil.] THE DUCHE.$S DE LA VALLIBHE. 37 

That, when thoti pray'st to God, 
Thy soul may a*k for corner*— aot^^we»6«# / 

MADjBMotsiiLU: DE LA YAj^hi^B^ (Hsing eagerly.) ^ 
A blessed thought ! — ^I thaiik thee ! 

fiRAaiUuONB. 

Thou an innocent 1 
Thou hast denied the Kingi 

MADEMOISELLB D£ LA VALLIBBE, 

I have denied him I 

BRAC^SLONE. 

CursM be thelie^ that wrong'd thee I — doubly eufst 
The hard, the icy selfishness of soul, 
That but to pander- to an hour's caprice, 
Blasted that flower of life— fair fame ! Accurst ' 
The King who casts his purple o'er his vices ! 

MABBMOH^ELLB D£ LA VALLIERE. 

Hold I— thou malign'st thy king ! 

bragelonb. 

He spared not thee 

M ADBMaiSEttB DE LA VALLIERB. 

The kin|;— God bless him 1 

BRAGETONB. 

Wouldst thou madden me ? 
Thou !— No— thou lov'st him not t — thou hid'st thy face ! 
Woman, thou tremblest I Lord of Hosts, for this 
Hast thou preserved me from the foeman's sword, 
And through the incarnadined and raging seas 
Of war upheld my steps 1— made life and soul 
The sleepless priests to that lair idol-«^Honor t 

6 
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38 THE DUCHfiBS DE LA VALUERS. [Aet n. 

Wat it for this t — I loved thee not, Louise, 

As gallants love ! Thou wert this life's ideal, 

Breathing through earth the Lovely and the Holy, 

A nd clothing Poetry in human beauty 1 

When in this gloomy world they spoke of sin, 

I thought of thee, and smiled — for thou vert sinless 1 . 

And when they told of some diviner act 

That made our nature noble, my heart whistpered — 

* So would have done Louise !* — *Twas thus I loved thee t 

To lose thee, I can bear it ; but to lose. 

With thee, all hope, all confidence, of virtue — 

This — this is hard I— Oh i I am sick of earth!' 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Nay, speak not thus ! — ^be gentle with me. Come, 
I am not what thou deem'st me, Bragelone ; 
Woman I am, and weak. Support, advi*se roe ! 
Forget the lover, but be still the friend. 
Do not desert nxe—thou I 

BRAGELONE. 

Thou lov'st the King ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIEKE. 

But I can fly from love ! 

BRAGELONE. 

Poor child ! And whither f 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Take me to the old castle, to my mother ! 

BRAGEL<^E. 

The king can i*each thee there ! 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

He'll not attempt ii 
Alas ! in courts, how quickly men forget ! 
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BRAGBLONB. 

Not till their victim hath surrendered ail ! 

Hadst thou but yielded, why thou mightst have lived 

Beside his very threshold, safe, uaheeded ; 

But thus, with s^ll thy bloom of heart unrifled,-- 

The fortress stormed, not conquered, — why man's pride, 

If not man's lust, would shut thee from escape ! 

Art thou in earnest, — wouidst thou truly fly 

From gorgeous infamy to tranquil honor, 

God's house alone may shelter thee 1 

M.U>BM0I8BLLE DE LA VALLIBRE. 

The convent ! 
Alas ! alas ! to meet those eyes no more 1 
Never to hear that voice I 

BRAOELONE (departing.) 

Enough. 

M4PEM0ISELLE DE LA VALLIBRE. 

Yet, Stay! 
m setB him once ! one last farewell — and then — 
Yes, to the convent ! 

BRAGBLONB. 

I have done \ — and yet, 
Ere I depart, take back the scarf thou gav'st me. 
Then didst ' thou honor worth !' now, gift and giver 
Alike are worthless ! 

MADBMOI8BLLE DE LA VALLIBRE. 

Worthless Y Didst thou hear me ? 
Have I not said that — — 

BRAOELONE. 

Thou wonldst see the King ! 
Vice first, and vh-tue after ! 0*er the marge 
Of the abyss thou tremblest I One step more. 
And from aU heaven the Angels shall cry * LostP 
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40 Tae DlXaaasS DB la VALUERB. (A«t It 

Thou ask'st that slnsU at«pf <;Wouldst thou be saved, 
Lose not a mbmettt t^Come ! ^ 

MAPEMOI8ELLB pb^jLa TAiiLiGAB (in grtot ogmy.) 

Beside that tr^e, 
When' stars shone soft, he vowed for aye to love me ! ' 

^RAOELONE. 

Think of thy mother ! At this very hour 
She blesses God that thou wert born — the last 
Fair scion of a proud and stainless race ! 
To-morrow, and thy shame may cast a shade 
Over a hundred 'scutcheons, and thy mother : 
Feel thou wert born that she might lon§p to die 1 
Come ! 

MADEMOISELLE D£ LA VALLtERE. 

I am ready — ^take my hand f 

(Htr eye falls on the bracelet.) 

Away! 
This is his gift ! And shall I leave him thus t 
Not one kind word to break the shock of parting-* 

•BRAOELONE. 

And break a mother's heart 1 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA YALLIERE. 

BestiUI Thou*rtman! 
^Thou. canst not feel as wooian fqels ! — her weakness 
t^hou canst not sound i O Louis«. Heaven protect thee ! 
May Fate look on thee with La Valliere's eyes 1 
Now I am ready, sir ! . Thou'st aeen how weak 
WoQian is ever where she bves. Now, learn. 
Proportioned to that weakness is the strength 
With which she conquers love l-^-'O I^ouisi Louis t 
Quick i^^takfi me hence 1"^ 
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Sbwie HJ THSr DCCBESS DE XiA VALLKIRB. 41 

BRA6EL0NE. ^ 

The heart' she wrongs hath saved her f 
Apd is that all ! — The suiter for mine age — 
^he Hope that was^ the garner for Affection — 
The fair and lovely tree, beneath whose shs^de 
The weary sbfdier thought to rest at h^st, 
And watch life^ sun go calm and cloudless downr,. 
Smiling the day ta sleep — all, all lie shattered I 
No matter ! I have saved thy soul from sorrow^ 
Whose hideous depth thy vision cannot fathom^ 
Joy I— I have saved thee ! 

Ah \ when lost we parted^, 
I told thee, of thy love I was not worthy. 
Another shall replace me f 

BRAG£LON£ (smillTlg ^dtyu) 

Hush ! Another I 
No f — See I wear thy colors still ! — Though Hope 
Wanes froju the plate, the dial still remains 
And takes no light from stars ! I— *J am nothing ! 
But thou — Nay, weep not ! Yet these tears are honest :. 
Thou hast not lived to make the Past one blot. 
Which life in vain would weep away ! Poor maiden ! 
I could net cheer thee then. "JN^aw/)oy ! — I've saved thee ! 
\Exeunt Mademoiselle de la Valliere and Bra^etone.l^ 
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49 THE DUCHESS- DE LA VALUERE. lAot U. 



SCENE III. 

The King^s Cabinet ut Faniainebkau ;* the King seated 
at a tabUi covered mth papers^ 4*^.» toriiing. 

Enter Lauxun* 

LOUIS. 

Lauzun, I sent for you. Your zeal has served me, 
And I am grateful. There, this order gives you 
The lands and lordship of De Yesci« 



LAUZUN. 

How sliall I thank your goodness I 

LOUIS. 



Sire, 



Hush! — by silence ? 

LAuzuK (aside,) 
A king*ii forbidden fruit has pretty windfalls! 

LOUIS. 

This beautiful Louise ! I never loved 
Till now. 

LAUZUN. 

She yields not yet 1 

* To some it may be interesting to remember that this cabinet, in 
which the most powerful of the Bourbon kings is represented as 
rewarding the minister of his pleasures, is the same as that in which 
is yet shewn the table upon which Napoleon Bonaparte (son of a 
gentleman of Corsica) signed the abdication of the titles t'ld the do- 
minions of Charlemagne | 
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Scene HI.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 43 

A LOVIS. 

But gives refusal 
A voice that puts ev'n passion to the blush 
To own one ^ish so sofl a heart denies it I 

LAUZUN. 

A woman's No ! is but a crooked path 

Unto a woman's Yes ! Your Majesty ^ 

Saw her to-day ? . 

LOUIS. 

No ! — Grammont undertakes 
To bear, in secret, to her hand, some lines 
That pray a meeting. — I await his news. 

{Continu0& wrking*) 

LAUZUN {aside.) 

V\\ not relate my tilt with Bragelone. 

First, I came off the worsfc — No man of sense 

Ever confesses that ! And, secondly. 

This most officious, curious, hot-brained Quixote 

Might make him jealous ; jealous kings are peevish ; 

And, if he fall to questioning the lady, 

SheMl le^arn who told the tale^ and spite the teller. 

Oh ! the great use of logic ! 

LOUIS. 

*Tis in viin 
I strive by business to beguile impatience ! 
How loy heart beats ! — Well, Count ! 

Enter GrUmmonU 

ORAMMONT. 

Alas ! my Liege I 

LOUIS, 

Alas! — Speak out! 
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44 .THE4)UC£1ES3 DE hk VAIJ1.IERE. rA«tIf^ 

ORAMMOtfT. 

The court has lost La YaHiere I 



LOUIS. 



Hal— lost i 



GRAMMONT 

She has fled, and none guess whither* 

LOUIS. 

Fled! 
ril not believe it !— Fled ! 

LAUZUN. 

What matters. Sire % 
No spot is sacred from the king I 

L0UIS» 

By Hearej^ 

1 am a king \ — ^Not all the arms of Europe 

Could wrest one jewel from my crown. And*sbe-f— 

What is my crown to her ? I am a king I- 

Who stands, between the king and her be laves 

Becomes a traitor — and may fijad a tyrant F 

Follow i»e I lExit L&ttU^ 

ORAHHONT. ^ •• 

Who e*er heard of maids of honor 
Flying from kings? 

LApzUN, 

Ah, h^d you been a maid, 
How kind you woiUd have been, you rogue ! — Come on I 
[ExetiiU Lauzun and Grammont^ 
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Scene iVi} THKDUCHESS DE LA TALLiEftE. , 4$ 



SCENE ■ iV.- ■ 

tnterior of a Convent Chapel; a lofty Crucifix in the 
centre of the aisle, before which kneels Mademoiselle 
deia ValHere; Nigkt-^Tkimder &,nd Ligktmng, the 
latter made visible through the long oriel windows. 

MADEMOISELLE Z>K LA VALLIERE {Hsing.) 

•Darkly the night sweeps on. No thought of sleep 
Steals to my heart. What sleep is to the world 
Prayer is to me— life's balm^ and grief's oblivion ! 
Yet, ev'n before the altar of my God, 
tTnhallowed fire is jaging through my veins — 
Heav'n on my lips, but earth within my heart — 
And while I pray his memory prompts the prayer, 
And all 1 ask of Heaven is — ' Guard my Louis 1' 
Forget him — that I dare not pray ! 1 ti^ould not, 
Ev'n if I cojjldy be happy and forget hihii 

[Thund^, 
Roil OQ, roll on, dark i^bttriot of tfaa storm. 
Whose wheels are thunder I— ^the rack'd mlemeota 
Can furnish forth no tempest like the war ' 
Of passions la one weak and erriikg heart ! 

[ The hell tolls one. 
Hark to the night's funeral knelt j How through the roar 
Of winds and thunder thrills that single sound, 
Solemnly audible f-^the tongue of time,* v 
In time's most desolate hour! — it bids us muse 
On worlds which love can reach not ! Life runs fast 
To its last sands ! To bed, to bed !~tD tears . , 

And wishes for the grav« !~to bed, to bod I 

[A trumpet is heard without^ 
Two or three Nuns kurr^ across the stage. 

FI&ST NUN. 

Most strao|6 1 
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46 THE DUCHESS^ DE LI VALLIERE. Uct IL 

SBGOND NUN. 

In spch a night, too ! The great gates, 
That ne'er unclose save to a ro^al guest, - 
Unbarred I 

MADBMOIE<£LLE DE LA TALLIERE. 

What fear, what hope, by turns distracts me ! 

[TAe trumpet sounds again. 

FIRST NUN. 

Hark ! in the court the ring of hoofs t — the door 
Creaks on the sullen fiinge ! 

LAUZUN (without.) 

. Make way ! — the King ! 
Enter Louis and Lauzun, 

MADEMOISELLE PE LA YAi^nE^s^ (rushing forward*) 

Oh, Louis ! — oh, beloved 1 (Then piSUsing abruptly,) 

No, touch mo notl 
Leave me 1 in pity leave me I Heavenly Father, 
I fly to thee I Protect me from his arms- 
Protect me from myself ! 

[Sinks at the foot of the crucifix. 

LOUIS. . 

Oh bliss ! — Louise \ 
Enter Ahhess and ofher Nuns. 

ABBESS. " 

Peape^ peace ! What clamor desecrates the shrine 
And solitudes of God ? 



The King) 



LAUZUN. 

Madam, your knee— ^ 
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ABBESS; 

The King 1^—^you mock me, sir! 

XiOUis {quitting Mademoiselle de Id Valliert.) 

Behold 
Your Sovereign, reverend Mother ! We have come 
To thank you for the shelter of this lady. 
And to reclaim our charge. 

ABBESS. 

My Liege, iheSe walls 
Are sacred even from the purple robe 
And sceptred hand* 

• LOUIS. 

She has not ta'en the vow ! 
She*s free ! — we claim her ! — she is of our court ! 
Woman — go to! 

ABBESS. 

The maiden. Sire, is free f 
Your royal'lips have said it \ — She is free! 
And if this shrine her choice, who'or compels her 
Forth from the refuge, doth incur the curse 
The Roman Church awards to. -even Kings ! 
Speak, lady 1— dost thou claim against the court 
The asylum of the cloister ? 

LOUIS. 

Darest thou brave us 1 
LAtJZtJN (aside to Louis.) 
Pardon, my liege ! — reflect ! Let not the world 
Say that the king— 

LOUIS. 

Can break his bonds ! — Away ! 
I was a man before I was a* king ! 

.{Approaching Mademoiselle de la ValliereJ) 
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Lady, we do command yoor |)fesence ! (Lowering his 

voice4) Sweet 1 
Adored Louise !^if ever to your ear 
My whispers spoke ia mdsic»^if iny life 
Be worth th^ saving, do not now desert me ! 

MADEMOISELLE D£ LA VALLIERE. (Clinging to the 

crucifix*) 
Let me not hear him, Heaven !— Strike all my senses I 
Make — make me dumb, deaf, blind, "--but keep me honest ! 

ABBESS. 

Sire you have heard her answer I 

LOUIS (advancing passionateh^, pauses^ and then toith 
great dignity. 

Abbess, no I 
This lady was entrusted to our charge — 
A fatherless child ! — The King is now her father ! 
Madam we would not wrong you ; but we know 
That sometimes most unhallowed motives wake 
Your zeal for converts !-^T his young maid is wealthyi 
And nobly born 1— Such proselytes may make 
A convent*s pride, hut oft a convent's victims I , 
No more ! — we claim the right the law awards us, 
Free and aloae to commune with this maiden* 
If then her choice go with you— be it so; 
Wc are no tyrant ! Peace I — retire I 

ABBESS. 

My Liege I 
Forgive— 

LOtTIS. 

We do !— Retire ! 
(Lauzunj the Abbess ^ SfC, withdraw.) 

LOtJW, 

We ai*e alone I 
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MADBMOISBLKB DB IiA ▼Alil.IBflB.^ 

Alone! — ^|!jr<r! God j3 preseDt^ and the conscience! 

LOUIS. 

Ah ! fearetst tkoU^ iben, that heart tiMt would resign 
Ev'n love itself to guard one pang from thee ? 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE (tisingy but SiUl with 

ojie arm clinging taHe emc^,) 
l.ntust speak ! Sire, if every drop of blood 
Were in itself a life, I'd shed them all 
For one hour's joy to thee ! — But feme and virtue— ^ 
My father's grave— HBy mother's lonely age— 
These, These— 

. (Thunder.) 

I hear their twice ! — the fires of Heaven 
Seem to me like the eyes of angels, and . . 

Warn me against myself 1— Farewell. 

L01TI& 

Louise, 
I will not hear thee ! What, farewell ? that word 
Sounds Hke a knell to all that's worth the living ! 
Farewell i why, then, farewell all peace to Louis 
And the poor King is once more but a thing 
Of state and ibrcas. The impulse and the passion — 
The blessed air of happy human life — 
The all that made him envy not his subjects 
Dies in that word ! Ah, canst thoth-rdar'st thoii say it t 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALLIERE. 

Oh, speak not thusi — Speak harshly 1:—t))reat : command i 
Be all the King ! 

LOUIS. 

The King 1 he kneels to thee ! 
[Lightning. 
6 
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f9ot there 1«<^iHiot at the ttwn !^-4he angry lightning 
See how it darts around ! not there ! 

LO«i« {pmuing hi» arm round kir. ) 

So ever 
Would this heart ^\i^ thine own ! 

MAVQifdtBBIXB ft£ XA VALLIC|l£. 

In mercy leave ine 1 
I'm weak — ^be generous [ My owa spul betrays me ; 
But thou betray me not ! 

LOVIS. 

Nay, iear me, sweet one 1— 
Be&ert me uot this qoc^ and I wiU awear 
To know no guiltier wish — t^ curb JBjr heftrt-.m 
To banish hope from lore*-<mid avme no df^Miitt 
Thy spotless soul itself shall blush to cherish 1 
Hear me, Louise— thou lov*at ne ? 

MAI^BIOISP|«LS DE JUA yAhhiMfL^, 

Ijow'thee, Louis 1 

LOUIS. . 

Thou loT*6t me,*-lhen confide ! Who lores, frusts ever1 

[Mademoiselh dj$ la VnUiere 1^9 m80imbl^Jti g&ket 
hold pfthe 0foss^ and nQtp platting her hmad on his 
arniy looks him in the face.] 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA VALI,IEa^. 

Trust thee i— ah ! dare 17 

LOUIS (clasping her in his arms.) 

Aye^ till death ! What ho! 
Lauziin I \^j^y \ 
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JEnter Lauzun, 

MADEMOISELLE DE LA TALLIERE. 

[Endeauaring again to cling to the cross, ^ 
No, DO ! 

JU9VI8. 

Not trust me^ dearest / 
fSkefalU on ki$ shoulder — the Abbess and Nms advance. 

ASBB88. 

sun firm ! 

LAUZUN. 

Noi Madam !-^Wtty, there, for the King I 



^ND OS iLCT IL 
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ACT lit 



SCENE L 



Ah Ante- Chamber in the Palace of Madame laDuckesse 
de la Valliere -at Versailles. 

Enter Lauzun and Madame de Mantespan^ at oppositr 
doors, 

LAVOVN. 

Ha ! my fair friend, well met ! — how fares Athene ? 

MADAME DE MONJESPAK.- 

Weary with too much gaiety 1 Now, tell me, 
Do you ne'er tire of splfendor f Does this round 
Of gaudy pomps— this glare of glit'ring nothings; 
Does it ne'er pall upon you ? To my eyes 
*Tis as the earth would he if turfed with scarlet, 
Without one spot of green. 

LAUZUN. 

We all feel thus 
Until we are used to it. Art has grown my nature, 
And if I see green fields, or ill -dressed people, 
I cry * how artificial !' With me, * Nature^ 
Is 'Paris and Versailles.' The word, *a man,* 
Means something noble, that one sees at court. 
Woman's the thing Heaven made for wearing trinkets 
And talking scandal. That's my slate of nature ! 
You'll like it soon ; you have that temper which 
Makes courts it& element. . 
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And how ? — define. Sir. 
First, then — hut shall I not offend ? 

MADAME 9^ liONTESPAN. 

Becanc^id. ^ . 
rd know my faultSy to make thmn look like Tirtties. 

LAUSUN. 

First, then.. AthenOf jrouVe an o«t\Tard frankness ; 
Deceit in you looiks honester thaa. trutiu 
Thoughts, at a .court, like faces on the. stagse, 
Requife some roug|ew You roiige year thoughts so well 
That one would deem their only fault, that natura 
Gave them too bright a bioom ! 

MADAME DE MONTBSPAN. 

Proceed ! 

LAUZUN. 

Your wit, 
Is of the true court breed— rt plays with nothings ; 
Just bright enough to warm, but never burn- — 
Excites the dull, but ne*er offetids the Vain. 
You have much energy ; it looks Jikb feeling ! 
Your cold ambition seems an 6asy impulse ; 
Your head most ably counterfeits the heart. 
But net^r, like the heart, betrays itself! 
Oh ! you'll succeed at court l^you'se* Ikoow you 1 
Not so this new" made Daf^hess-'— young Lk Yalliere. 

VABAMfe D« ■0N1*»RPA1C«- 

The weak, fond fool r 

LA&2irir. - 

Yes, weak — she has a heart 5 • 
Yet yati, too, -loV^ the Kkig f 
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ItADAXV I>ft KQNTBfirAlf. 

And slie does not! 
She loves but Louis — I but love the King : 
Pomp, riches, state, and ppwer^^these who would 
love not? ;- • ', 

LAUZUN. 

Bravo ! well said ! — Oh you'll succeed at court ! 

I knew it well \ it wiks for this i ehoseiyeu,: 

Induced your sapient lord to waste no more 

Your beauty in the shade — for 'this prepared 

The Duchess t» receive yon <to her bospm, 

Her dearest friend ; for this have doty- fed . . 

The King^s eat with yaar praise^ and cleared your way 

To jrule a sovereign and to share a -thro 



MADAME DB If OJf^B^PAJff*. . 

I know thou hast been my architect of power 
And, when the pile h bwiltJ-^- 

i.AVzvN(with a smile.) 

. / Could still o'erthrow it. 

If thou couldst play the ipjgrjit,e ! ; ... 

MADAME D£ M0NTESP4N. • , 

; . ll---Hay^ 

•J.AU2;UN. 

\' . Jft^ar me 1 

Each must have ^eed. of oacli^ littog live the King ! 
Still let his temples ache beneath ^he crown,. - 
But all that kings can give — wealth, rank, and power — 
Must be for us — the^ ktng^s friend end: his fiivorite. 

MADAME DE M0NTE8PAN. 

Bat b it easy to supplant the.Duohess? 
All love La Valliere 1 . Her ;neek nature shrinks 
Ev'n from our homage ; and she wears. her st^e; ; 
As if she prayM the world to pardon greatness. 
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XAUZUK.'. . 

And thus destroys herself! At court, Athene, 

Vice, to win followers, takes ihe front of virtue, 

And looks the dull plebeian things called moral 

To scorn, until they blush to be unlike her. 

Why is De Lauzun not her friend 1 . Why* plottiagi 

For a new rival 1 Why ? — Because De Lauzun 

Wins not the power he looked for frbm her friendship ! 

She keeps riot eld fmnds ! — and she make no new ones 1 

For who would be a friend to one, who deems it 

A crime to ask his Majesty a favor? ' - ^ 

* J^riendsy,i3 & |)lira8e at Court that meaAs Pr0m^tioH ! 

»tADAM£ PE MONTESPAN. 

Her folly I coll{^ss, woi^ld not be mijjie. , 

But, grant her faults — the King still loves the Duchess ! 

LAUZUN. 

Since none are by, IMl venture, on ^ treason, ' \ . ' ^ 

And say the King's; a man !-;-and men will .change !■ 

J have his ear, and yousliKiIl win his eye^ ,, . . ^, 

'Gainst a new face, and an experienced courtier, * ,.. 

What chance hath this poor loving simple woman ? 

Besides she has too much conscience for a king !• 

He likes not to Ip^k up^.and feel bow low-^ 

£v'n on the throne that overlooks the world » • 

His royal greatness dwarfs beside that heart 

That never stooped to sin,, save when it loved it ! . 

MADAME D^E MONTESPAN: 

\ ou're eloquent, my lord ! j. .- 

LAU:fUN. 

... Ah ! of such aaturcf 
* You and I know but lHtle!-r(il«3wfe.).^,.niis must cease> 
Or I shall all c|isplose v^ real aims T 
(Alond,) The King is with the Duchess? 
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S6 TOR IJOtfHESS IHC LA TALUEtt£; fAct ill. 

' MADAME M ItOH^BSPAN. 
tAUZVN. 

A«yet 
She doth suspect yoU not 1 

MADAMB DB MONTBSPAN. 

Sutfect l--^be poppet P 
No ; but full olt| hof bead upon my botooh 
Calls me her truest friend l«-*-invites nw ever 
To a«Hne the Kmg with mj enlhreniiig •aNies,**-^ 
And still breaks off, in sighing o'er the past, 
To wish her spirit were as blithe as mine, 
And fears her Louts weaHes of her sadness ! 

LAUZUN. 

So, the plot ripens ! — ere the Kins came hither, 
I had prepared his royal pride to chafe 
At that sad face, whose honest sorrow wears 
Reproach unconsciously ! Ton*!! learn the issue 1 
Now, then, fkrewelll — ^we ondersitand each other! 

[Exit Lauzun, ' 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN^ 

And once 1 loved this man ! — and still might love hhn, 
But that I love ambition ! Yes, my steps 
Now need a guide ; but once upon the height, 
And I will have no partner!. Thou, lord Duke, 
With all thine insolent air of proud protection, 
Thou shah wait trembling on my nod, and bind 
Thy fortune to my wheelis ! Ob man I — vain manl 
Well sung the poet, — when this power, of beauty 
Heaven gave our sex, it gave the only sceptre 
Which makes the world* a sluve ! And I HfiSl wiefd it f 

lExU Madame de Xontesjpan, 
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SCEJVE IL 

Tilt Sune opens and discovers the King and Madame 
de la VaUiere at cAess. 

But one move more ! 

DUCHBSS DE LA YALLIERE. 

Not so! 1 check jtbe kiog i 

LOUIS. 

A vain attempt! — the king is too well guarded! 
There check again ! Your game is lost ! 

DUCHE&S DE LA YALLIERE. 

As^usualy 
£v'n from this mimic stage of war yon rise. 
Ever the victor 

( They leave the table emd advance.) 

LOUIS. 

'Twqr^ a {airer fortune^ 
My own Louise, tp reconcile the vanquished, ! 

DUCHESS DE LA TAXLIERE {sadly ^) 

My best-loved LouiM 

I«^UIS. . ,/ > ' V : . 

Why SO sad a tone t 
Nay, smile, Louise !'^ova tkink^ hioMBlf aggrieved 
If care cast shadows o'er the heart it. seeks ; 
To fill with clpudless sunshiue ! Smile,,Lomse! . 
Ev'n unkind words were kinder than sad looks. 
There — now thou glad'st me ! 
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S6 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. [AetUI. 

DUG KB 88 DB LA VALLIBBB. 

Yet ev*n thou* methought, 
Did'at weary, this 'morn, a brow on which the light 
Shone less serenely than its wont f- 

COUIS* 

This naoro! 
Ay, it is true ! — ^this morn I heard that France / 

Hath lost a subject monarchs well might mourn ! 
Oil ! little know the world how much a king, 
Whose life is past in purchasing devotion,- 
Loses in one who merited all favor 
And scorned to ask the least ! A* king Couise, 
Sees but the lackeys of mankind. The true 
Lords of our race — the high chivalric hearts-^ 
Nature's nobifity-^«las ! are proud,. 
And stand aloof, lest slaves should say they flatter f 
Of such a mould was he whom France deplores. 

DUCHESS DB LA VALLIERE. 

Tell me his name, that I,. with thee, nmy mottrn him, 

VQVVL 

A' noble name,. but a more noble bearer ; 

Not to be made by, but to make, a lineage. 

Once, too, at Dbfikkk, *tirixt me and the foe,. 

He thrust his gallant breast, already seated 

With warrior- wounds, and Ais blood flowed for mine;-^- 

Dead ! — lus just merits alt unrecompensed l-^-^ 

Obscured, like sun*iight, by the suppliant clouds f 

He should have died a marshal ! Death did wrong 

To strike so soon 1 Alas, brave Bragelone \ 

]>I70llBf8 DS LA TALLIftHB. 

Ha l^-did I hear aright, my liege — ^my Louis t 

That name — that' name ! — ^thou saidst not * Bragelone 1 
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Such was k]9 name, «ot often hoarcTat court. 

Thou didst not know himl What! thou art pale! — thou 

weepest l-^ 
Thou art ill! Louise, look upl 

[He leads %er to a seat 

DUCHESS DE I.A VALI*IERE. 

Be Still, O Conscience f 
I did not sky him--^ied toe soon ! Alas ! 
He should have died with all his hopes unblighted, 
Ere I was — what I am ! 

, LOUIS. 

What mean these words ^ 

DUCHESS 1>M h/L YiJULIl^llV, 

.How did death strike him 1 — what diseased 

xouis, 

X know not. 
He had retired from service ; and in peace 
Breathed out his soul to some remoter -sky ! 
Trance only guards his fame ! What was he to thee 
That thou shouldst weep for him t 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Hast thou ne*er heard 
We were betrothed in youth? 

LOUIS (agita(44> and aside.) 

Lauzun speiiks truth ! 
Vd not her virgin heart— sto Jov'i anothar I 
(Aloud) Betrothed 1 You ^huht^ Um deeply I 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Sire, I do! 
That broken heart !«— I was its dreamt-rriif idol I 
And with regret is mingled — ^what repentance ! 
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LOUIS (eoMIg,) 
Repentance, Madam ! Well, the word Is gracious ! 

PUCHE8S DE LA VALLIERE. 

Pardon ! ob, pardon ! But the blow was" sudden; 
Kow can the heart play courtier willi remorse 7 

LOCIS. 

Remorse ! — again. Why be at once all hotiestt 
And say yon love me not ! 

DUCHESS DB LA VALLIERE. 

Not love you, Louis ? 

LOUIS. 

Not if you fee! tepentance to have loved'! 

DUCHESS DE LA V:A!lLIERE. 

What thinksti thou, Louis, I should Itfve thee more 
Did I love virtue less, or less regret it ? 

LOUIS. 

I pray you truce with these heroic jspeeches; 
They please us in romance — ;in life they weary« 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE* 

Louis, do I deserve this ? 

LOUIS. 

Rather, Lady, 
Do I deserve the mute reproach of sorrow 1 
Still less these constant, never-soothed complaints — 
This waiting woman jargon of ' lost viriveJ* 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Sire, thii fi^om you ^ 
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S4iti#JI*] TBfiL mOQE3B DB LA YALLBERE. 

:.{• towaiu : • . 

Well migM tbe^ik^fn' (hoe 9om» fQ»r yiWhg^ Vbmb% 

Whom her false Lubin had deceived* and lefVy 

RobbM of her only dower f and not the great 

Duchestlit'l^IRiJrfe, ih our' realm of f^^ . ./ 

Second to none but our ai^oint^ race ; 

The envy ^ the btjamy and the Wrth ' ' 

Of Europe's court^-H)urc?t^ of the world I • 

Is it so great disgfrttfc^, Louise lai'Valiere, ' 

To wear, unrivalled, in thy br^aslt, the heart 

Of Bourbon's latekt, nor 1i^ least, of Kings. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Sire, when you deigned Jo love me, I had hoped 

You knew the sunshine of your royal favor 

Had fallen on a lowly flower. L^et others 

Deem that the splendor consecrates th6 sin ? ^ ' ' 

Vd loved thee with as pure fmd. proud a love, 

If thou h^^bi9^n4he poorest cavalier 

That ever sc^rved a King»-^thou koqw'^ it, lipuis! 

LOUIS. 

I would not have it sol my fame, my glory, 

The purple and the orb, are part of me; 

And thou shoukkt love thenr for my «akO| and feel 

I were not Louis were I less th^ King. , 

Still weepiQg I F|e 1 I tejl thee tears freexQ bapk . 

The very k^ve,I f^ilL would Ipear to the^ ! . ■ \ . : 

,|)U,CHESS pB LA VAL^LIlJltli. ' '' 

Would '5<»K/'— didst tbQH «^y. ^*t»^^'^ / V ., i 7; 

LOUIS* 

!(> i fT Come, lady I 

Woman,;ti^,}tj^pth^R p;i\pira 9^*^ the hearj,^, „ , . 
Must:l#affi<H^^W^!^i»i4 ^^fP.*^ bias^ . ^ ; .^ 
And rule, by never differing from j^^r.^|)lp^rs•^ I ^\ '^ 
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DUCHESS DM LA TALLIERE. 

1*11 school my '1^atiii*«f«, feach mj hph ta snl^e, 

Be all thou WMta hot say not ^sHil; ' deUr Loais ! > • > - ' 

",, .V ;' ' "^ouis.; " , 
Well, well! no fudher voj^d^ ;.k>t peac^ be w|tH .m;. .. . 

• . (Aside,} ... ; 

By Heaven, she weepn wjltk y^ iptiansisr passt^ l 

It must bo that a^lojyecl thU Rra^lones . i 

And mourns the lafti0rflite thai, m^clo her a^\t^ 1 

This gallant soldier^ Ma(lf»m«.you(r.b^r€ftbad, 
Hath some share in your tears ? 

JDUCB^SS DE LA VALLIEKE* 

., Oh, n£^me hhjli not ;' 

My tears are all up worthy {dews to fall , 
Upon a tomb so boaoi,ecl t . . ! ' ". 

'''''' ' Loris. ' ' ' .-•.>.' 

. .' Grant rte paiiwtfcc ! 

These scenes a^e very tedious, fair La Valliere. - ■ 
In truth, we kings have, in tlie council chamber. 
Enough to make us tearful ; — in the bower , 
We would have livelier subjects to divert us. . '^ 

1>UCRE9S DS LA TALLIERB. ' 

Again forgive me I I am sick at heart ; ' ' ' ' 

I pray you pardon; — these sacj news havemarre4 '^ ' 

The music of your presencie, dnd have made nto . 

Fit but for solitude. I, pi;ay you, Sire, 

Let me retire ; and when again 1 greet ybti, 

I'll wear the mien youM havid mel ' ' ' 

L0T7II». 

""'""/', . . Be it sol 

Let me no raoffe'dlktdrH ybilr ftom ybiil' ibboghft; ; ' •'' 
They must be sad. So brave— ^and yimr lifelrojAdI*! * ' ' 
Your grief beiottiel^you.' * ;. ' ; . • i -. -t: v i , :.n lm.;. 
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, D«GHES8 p^ hA TAIXIKKB. 

You fopgire me, Loais t 
We do not part unkindly ? 

LOUIS. 

Fair one, no ! 

lEzU La VallUre. 

She was my first love,' und my fondest. — Was ! 

Alas, the word must come I — I love her yet. 

But love wanes glimmering to that twilight — ^friendship ! 

Grant that she never loved this Bragelone ; 

Still, tears and sighs make up dull interludes 

In passion's short^lired drama ! . She is good. 

Gentle, apd meek^ — and I do think she loves me, 

(A truth no King is sure of !): — But* in fine, 

I have begun to feel the hours are long 

PassM in her presenee,; what I hotly sought 

ColdJy I weary of. 1*11 seek De Lauzun : 

I like his wit — rl almost like his knavery; 

It never makes us yawn, like higli-flown virtues. 

Thirst, hunger, rest-^these are the wants of peasants : 

A courtier's wants arc titles, place and gold ; 

But a poor king, who has these wants so sated. 

Has only one want left'^^to be amused \ 

[Exit Louis* 



SCENE III. 
Re-enter the Duchess, de la VaUiere. 

JOUGHK^ i>E LA FAIOSRJB, 

Louis ! deai Louis !— Gone ! alas !— ^nd left me 
Half in displeasure ! — ^I was wrong, methinks, 
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To — not — I WBf^nat wroiigi to /f ef reai#ffse, 
But iNre(ig ta give U uttenince ! 

Enter Madame de Moritespan. 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

What! alone, 
fair fHaid \ I thought the King 

DI7CHESS Difi LA VALLIERE. 

Has gone, in angier ; 
Cold, and in anger. - ~ 

MADAMB DK MONTESPAN. 

What, with tAcc, dear Lady 
On the smooth surface of that angel meekness 
I should have thought no angrj breath could linger. 
But men and kings are 

DUCHBSS DE JLA TALJLIEREu 

V Hush! I was to blame. 
The King's all goodness. ShaH I write to him 7 
Letters have not our looks — and^ oh, one look f 
How many hardest hearts one look hath won 
A life consumed in words has wooed in vain ! 

MADAMB DB M0NTBSPA1«. 

Toi'hight there is high revel at the court ; 
There you may meet your truant King. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

To night r 
An ago ! — How many hours to night ? 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

You know 
My office makes my home the royal |>alace ; 
I serve the Queen, and thus shall see youf Loui& 
Ere the sun seU 
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Scene UI.] THE DUCHES3 DB LA YALUBKE. 65 

DOCHKS8 DE LA VACLIBIIB. 

You ! — happy you ! 

MADAME BE MONTESPAN. 

Perchance, 
(The King is ever gracious to your friends. 
And knows me of the nearest,) I niight whisper, , 
Though with less sweet a tone, yoyr messs^e to liini| 
And be your dove, and bear you back the olive t 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLTERE. 

My kind Athene \ 

. , MADAMS »£ MONTESPAN. 

Nay, 'tfs yours the kindness, 
To wear my love so near your heart, Bot, tetl me, 
Since you accept my heraldry, the cause 
Of strife between you in this court of Love. 

DUCHESS DB LA VALLIBRS. 

Alas ! I know not — ^save that I offended ! 

The wherefore boots the heart that lores to know? 

MADAME DB MONTBSPAV. 

Not much, I own, the poor defendant — woman. 
But much the advocate ; I need the brief. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLtERE. 

Methinks his kingly nature, chafes Uy see 

It cannot rule the conscience as the heart ; 

But, tell him, ever henceforth I wiU keep 

Sad thoughts for lonely hours. — ^Athene, tell him, _ 

That if he smile once more upon Louise, 

The smile shall never pass from that it shines on ; 

Say — but lUl write myself. 

{8iU dawn to ik^ iabU and writes.) 
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MAINkME DE MONT80PAN. ^Onde.) 

What need of schemes — 
Lauzun*s keen wit — Athene^s plotting spirit ? 
She weaves herself tlie wqb that shall ensnare her! 

vbcHXSS DE LA VALLIERE. 

There ; back these feeble words with all thy beauty^ 
Thy conquering eyes, and thy bewitching smiie. 
Sure never suit can fail with such a pleader ! 
And now a little while ta holier sadness, 
And thine accusing memory, Bragelone ! 

* MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

Whom speak you of? — the hero of the Fronde ? 
Who seemed the fast of tlie old Normati race, 
And, half preserved to thiss degenerate age 
The lordly shs^ the anciept Bayards wore I 

DUCHESS P% LA VALLIERE. 

You praise him well ! He was my father's friend. 
And should have been bis -'son. We were' affianced^ 
And — but no morel Ahj! cruelj, cruel Louis! ; 
Tou n^ojMn^.for bim-^hpw much more cause Iiav^ /.C 

MADAJAB.DI^ J^OHT ^SP JLV, (guickly.) 

What 1 he is dead ?. ^ur grief the king resented ? . 
Knew he your troth had Jhus been plighted ? ' 

DTJCHE^S Dl^ LA VALLIERE. 

' . Yes/,: 

And still he seemed t<^ deem it sin to moiirn him\ 

MADAME DE MOKTESPAN {asidei) 

A clue — 'another clue — that I wfll follow, 

Until it lead me to the throne \^^ {Ahvd,) Well, cheer 

thee ; 
Trust your true friend ; rely on my persuasion. 
{Methiiiks I never laskM Hb powers till now. 
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SecnilV.] THE DUCHESS DEL A VALLUKE. W 

FarewelU ^nd fear noli Ob 1 I'll plead ^our cause^ 
As if my»ejl!the client! — (Aside) Thou art sentenced! 

[Exii Madame dt M^mietpaiL 

DGCVESS PB LA TALLIBB^. 

'Tis a sweat solace still to have a friend— 
A friend in woman ! O, to what a reed 
We bind our destinies, when man we love ! 
Peace, honor, conscience lost- — if I lose him, 
What have I left? How sinks my heart within jne ! 
I'll to ray chamber ; there the day of tears 
Learns night to smile! — And Fm the tking they envy /• 

\jExit Duchess de la Valliers. 



SCENE IV. 

The Gardens af Versailles^ — Lpiuzun^ Grammont^ and 

C6MTtier», 

■ ■ . , . ' ' 

LAI7ZUN. 

*Tis now the hour our royal master 
Honors the ground of liis refjoiciiig gftrden» 
By his illustrious footsteps! — -there, my lords, 
That is the true' sfyle-courtlfer 1 . 

* In representation, the actress who may pArform tke DotclicllB* 
de la Valliere will pardon me for observing, that the words in 
italic should be said, not iiwUBH^, -hut with a kind of sad and 
patient wonder. She should appear lost in amazed abstrac^n at 
the contrast between her Teal feelings and the envy she excites, 
and wake fronji it with a slight start apd smile. And, tn. oae 
word, now that I am on that subject, the actress ^hould remember 
that the very soul of La Valliere's character it srmpRcitV; and 
that there are few passa^ in whieh-tfae natural ton^ of voice wlU 
not be more stiilable and U^oi^ emotive th^n the d«o|^nMkfpr^. ; ' 
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«8 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. [Ktt UI. 

GtlAteMONT. 

Out Upon you ! 
Your pitrase would suit some little German prince, 
6fteen huudred quarterings and 5ye acres, 
i not the world's great Louis ! ' Tis the hour - 
len Phoebus shrinks abashed, and all the stars 
iry the day that it beholds the King ! 

f themjf Marquis de Montespan^ in bright scarlet hose,) 

MARQUIS D£ MONTESPAN, 

St bpautiful ! You have a turn of thought, 
aste, a sentiment, so chaste and noble 1 
f I am charmed !*— Fm ravished ! 

I.AUZUN. 

You here, Marquis ! 
y, you make Graramonr blush. Such praise from you 
II turn his bashful brain ! Dear Montespan, 
u ^re the glass of fashion ! Heavens, what stockings ! 
Q exquisite man ! 

MONTE8FAN. 

I'faith, methinks they're pretty. 

LAUZUN. 

Jtty ! — if I were married, *troth, my Duchess 
>uld keep her train at a respectful distance ; 
iiM set it on a blaze ! You walk the earth ' 
:e Cupid mounted on a pair of fiambeaux 1 
, you're a dangerous man 1 

MONTBSPAK. 

So says toy wife, 
d begs me not to come too near her — lest 
) love me too outrageously ! At courts, 
Tple of quality must be decorous ; 
s not the mode to seem adored too much t 
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LAV817N* 

Your wife's an aiig<^l I ApropoSy deap Matquis ; 
You see a frieDd!s advke was worth the taking ; 
Your lady's all the rage ; — the King admires her. 

MONTESPAN. 

The King — hum ! — now I know not which I, ought to 
/Be, — in despair, or ravished. 

LAXJZUN. 

. You're not jealous 1 

MONTBSPAN. 

Zounds I — jealous I — no ! 

LAUZUN. 

No Marquis can be jealous ! 

MONTESPAN. 

Not of a count or baron ; but a king I 

S'deaib, if I thought it — were my honor touched, 

An' it were Mty kings — 

Enter LouU, 

LOfFIS. 

Good day, my Lords I 
Pray you be covered. Well \ — what says the Marquis 
Of fifty kings t 

MONTESPAN. 

I — / — I'm in despair ! 

LAUZUN. 

That Sfty kings wotild never make one Louis 1 

LOUIS. 

Go to, thou flatterer \ Harkye, dear De Lauzun. 
[ExeunI theC^riierB^ as the Kmg takes Lauzun aridt. 
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70 THE DtJCHeS? DE LA VALLIEjRE. [Atst III. 

MONTESPAK {Asidc) 

My wifo said riglit ; this worthy dukehas got 
The true court politesse! — He lies divinely ! 

[Exit Mont espan, 

LAIJZUN. 

This Montespan I own is wondrous silly ; 
But he has^onc good quality — his wife ! 

LOUIS. 

Thai's true ! — a charming face ! 

XAUZUN. 

Ah ! had she heard you, 
Your Majesty had made one blissful subjcjct. 

LOUIS. 

Nay, Lauzun, nay ! 

LAUZUN. 

Her soul is like the Persian, 
And on the loftiest eminence hath built 
A shrine of^re. But pardon me my liege ; 
I had forgot, your royal taste prefers 
Natures that loveless warmly — though as well. 

LOUIS, 

Hem ! — But in truth, this lady's worth the loving ; 
And, by mine honor, while we speak, she comes ! 
A happy fortune. 

Enter Madame de Montespan, 

h/LVZVK (arehfy.) > 

Sire, may I withdraw ? 

LOUIS. 

Some message from the 'Queen ; why— -as thou wik. 
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Methinks it may be as I wiHf 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

{Appeuringf&r the first time id p^Vchhe Louis.) 

{Sahdes him and passes on,) 

. LOUIS. , 

Fair Madam^ we Imd hoped, you with ypu brought , . **'/ 
.Some bright excuse to grace our cheerless presence 
With a less short-Uved light ! You dawo upon us 
Only to make us more regret your setting. 

MABAJttE DE MONTESPAN. 

Sire, if I dared, f would most gla^dly hail ' ! 

A few short moments to arrest your presenpe, 
And rid me of a soft yet painful duty. 

'Tis the first time^ be sure, so sweet a voice 
E*er crav'd a sanction for delighting silence. 
Speak on, we priiy thee ! . 

MADAME Dli MONTESPAN. 

Qr,^ioui; Sire, tlie Ducliess| 
Whom you have lately left, she fears in anger, 
Besought me to present this' tetter to you. 

LOUIS (takes the tetter, and aside.) 

She blushes while' she spea!h l^^'TI^- pfirsMng strange, 

I ne^er teihdtkei those da^kly-drcaraing eyes. 

That melf in^their own llglitV ■ • • ;' '' • /' -l « •"^^' 

(Reads f and carelessly puts up the letter,)" 

.• '' ' . It scarcely suits 

■ \''.-f,.'| Of; I?-.! '.'j. -! -'NfT M/i;. v.'-f 
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Her dignity, and ours^ to ekoose m witness 
To what hath chanced between us* Sho is good ; . 
But lief yduth^ apent in some old country castle, 
Knows not the delicate spirit of a court. 

. SfADAVB pS. MOaiTKfFAN. 

She hade me back her suit. Alas I my Liege, 
Who can succeed, if fair La Valliere fail 1 

LOUIS. 

She bade thee ? — she was prudent ! Were 1 woman. 
And loved, I'd not have chosen such a herald. ' 

MA1>'AMB VE MOMTESPAIf. 

Love varies in its colors with all tempers ; 

The Duchess is to proud to fear a rival. 

Too beautiful to find one. May I take 

Some word of comfort tack to cheer her sadness f 

Made doubly deep by thoughts of your displeasure} 

And grief for a dear fViend. 

LOUIS. 

Aye, fhaCs thef sadness ! 

MADAME DE MONTEftPAK. 

He was a gallant lord, this Br^igelone, 

And her betrothed. Perchance in youth she loved bin, 

Efe the great sun had quenched the morning star ! 

• •• ' • ■ ■ • i 

' ' i ■• LOUliL' 

She loved him !— rthjnk'sjt, t|iou so 1 

J -.. . •. . .MADAME 'HE' MONTSSFAN.-, ; ,, 

.-> .,:/Iffde^dlKn%.iJQt; 

Bat I have heard her eloquent in pra|se, . .: , 
And seen hf^r Jost in woe. You will forgive her 1 

r 'I,? v[ .•.•:j •}< tI LOUIS. 

Forgive her i — ^there's no cause I 
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MADAlUB DE BtONTESI^AN. 

Now, bless you, Sir^, 
For that one word. My task is done. 

LOUIS. 

Already] 

X 

MADAME DE MONTEfiPAN. 

What can I more ? Oh, let me hasten back ! 

What rapture must be hers who can but fill 

An atom of the heart of .godlike Louis ! 

How* much more the whole soul ! — To lose thy love 

Must be not grief, but some sublime despair 

Like that the Roman felt who lost a w6rld I 

LOUIS. 

By Heaven, she fir,es me ! — ^a brave, royal spirit, 
Worthy to love a king! 

MADAME DE MONTESPAK. 

To know thee hers, 
What pride I— what glory! Though all earth cried ^ Shame!' 
Earth could not still the trumpet at her heart. 
That, with its swelling and exultaat voice. 
Told her the e/aHh was bat the slave of Loeis, 
And she the partner ! And, O hour of dread ! 
When (for the hour must come) some fairer form 
Shall win thee from her — still, methinks, 'twould be 
A boast to far posterity to point 
To all the trophies piled about thy throne. 
And say — * He loved me once !'-^0 Sire, your pardon : 
I am too bold. t 

LOUIS. 

Why, this were love, indeed, 
' Could we but hope to win it. And such love 
Would weave the laurel in its wreaths of myrtle. 
Beautiful lady ! while thou speak'st, I dream 
. 8 
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What love should be, — and feel where love is not ! 
Thou com'st the suitor, to remain the judge ; 
And I could kneel to thee for hope and mercy. 

MADAJIE DE M0NTE8PAN. 

Ah, no ! — ah, no i — she is my friend. And if 
She love not as I love — I mean, I might love — 
Still she believes she loves thef . Tempt me not. 
Who could resist thee ! Sire, farewell ! 

[Exit Madame de Montespan. 

LOUIS. 

Her voice 
Is hushM ; but still its queen-like music Imgers 
In my rapt ears. I dreamt Louise had loved me ; 
She who felt love disgrace ! Before the true, 
How the tame counterfeit grows pale and lifeless. 
By the sad brow of yon devout La Valliere 
I feel a man, and fear myself a culprit ! 
But this high spirit wakes in min^ the sense 
Of what it is — ^I am thatXouis whom 
The world has called * The Great P — and in her pride 
Mirror mine own. This jaded life assumes 
The zest, the youth, the glory of excitement ! 
To-night yfG meet again ; — speed fast, doll hours ! 

[Exit Louis. 
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SCENE V. 

Grand Saloon in the Palace of Versailles ; in the hack 
ground the suit of Apartments is seen in perspective 
— the Queen seated to the left of the stage ; some of 
the Ladies of the blood royal seated also, but on 
stools — many Ladies standing round. 

Several Ladies enter, one by one salute the Queen, and 
pass on to the front of the stage — the Queen half 
rises to each^.and appears to address them in passing, 
hut in dumb show, 

FIRST LADY. 

How graciously the Queen receives the Guiches ! 

SECOND LADY. 

See, fair La Tremoiiille's again in favor ! 

THIRD LADY. 

Hush ! Lo, the star that rarely gilds the nights 
Of the court-heaven— the beautiful La Valliere ! 

Enter the Duchess de la Vailiere — salutes the Queen, 
who half turns her bade upon her in silence, 

FlRSt LADY. 

Saw you the Queen's marked rudeness ? 

SEOOND'LADT. 

Tush! the Queen 
Is but a cypher 1 'tis the King alone - 

Whose snaile makes up the sum of royal favor. 
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THIRD LADT. 

You're right ; and while that smile is still La Valliere's^ 
She is the real Queen. How say you, Ladies? 
Shall we not pay our court to her 1 

(The Ladies crowd round the Duchess^ and appear 
to render her the most reverential homage, which 
she receives with humility and embarrassmetU. 

PUCH£S8 DE LA YALLIE^E. (osidt.) 

These smiles 
Cannot efface that injured woman's frown. 
Oh, how the heart that wrong'd avenges her I 

Enter Lauztm, Marquis de Montespan, and several 
Courtiers, who, after saluting the Queen, surround 
the Duchess de la Valliere with still greater homage, 

FIRST COURTIER. 

(Approaching the Duchess de la Valliere,) 

Madam, your goodness is to France a proverb ! 

If I might dare request, this slight memorial 

You would convey to our most gracious Master? ' 

The rank of colonel in the royal guard 

Is just now vacant. True, I have not served ; 

But I do trust my valor is well known : 

I've killed three noted swordsmen in a duel ! — 

Attd, for the rest, a word f<^m you were more 

Than ali ttie laurels Holland gave t« others. 

DUCHESS DB LA .VAifLIERE. 

My Lord, forgive me 1 I might ill deserve 
The friendship of a monarch, if, forgetting 
That honors are the attributes of merit ; — 
And tliey. who ..sell the service of the public 
For the false coin, soft smiles and hoaeyed if^oirdsy 
Forge in the e^^Sjp^eht^mbet^ of a paMcei . 
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Defraud a people to degrade a king ! 

If you have merits, let them plead for you ; 

Nor ask io whispers what you claim from justice. 

MADAMS OE MONTESPAN (to Jirst Courtier^ as the 
Duchess de la ValUere turns atooy.) 

Give me the paper; Hush ! tlie King shall see it. 

JittLsic. 

Enter the King, Grammont, and oiker- dnwHers, He 
pauses hy the Queen^ and accosts her respectfully in 
dumb shaw. 

d^AMiftdNT {aside,) 

With what a stately and sublime decorum 
His Majesty ttirows grandeur o*er his foibles ! 
He not disguises vice ; but makes vice kingly — 
Most gorgeous of all sensualists ! , . 

LAVztrw. 

Hoxt ^fferenf 
Hit royal rival in the chase of pleasure, 
The spendthrift, sauntering, Second t^arles of England ! 

ORAMMONT. 

Ay, Jove to Comus ! 

LAUZUN. 

Silence ! Jove approaches ! ' 

{The Queen rises^ the crdxod breaks up into groups; 
the King passes shtely fr^mr each till he joins the 
DuchesB de la Valliere ; the Oonrtiers retire.) 

LOVtt. 

Why, this is well. I thank you. 
8* 
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DUCHfiSa DE LA VAULIBRS. 

And forgtye me ? 

LOU19. 
Forgive you ! You mistake me ; wounded feeling 
Is not displeasure. Let tbis pass, Louise. 
Your lovely friend lias a most heavenly smile 1 

DUCHESS DE ^A VALLIERE. 

And a warm heart. In truth, my Liege, I'm glad 
YjOu see ber wkh mj eyes. 

LOUIS. 

You have no friend 
Whose face it glads me more to look upon. 

(Aside, and gazing on Montespan.) 
(What thrilling eyes !)— (^/omc?.) My thanks are due to 

^er. 
Tor, with the oil of her mellifluous toice, 
Smoothing the waves the passing breeze had ruffled. 

(Joins Madame de'MmiUspan and leads her through 
the crowd to the^ back of the stage.) 

LAUZUN. (to Marquis de Montespdn.) 
There ! Are you ravished, Marquis ? 



MONTESPAN. 
LAUZUN. 

Is very condescending to your lady ! 



Hum ! 

The King 



' MONTES^A9r. 

Qh, mighty iJondesc^nding I How he eye» heir \ 

LAUZtJIf; 

'Tis all for love of you. .; , . j 
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• - HONTESPAN, 

I shall despair 
If the King mean xne shame 1 

L AUZ UN. 

He means you honor. 

what a great man you will he, dear Marquis. 
* Do not forget your friends ! 

MONTESl»AN. 

I must be ravished ! 

(Lauzun leaves Montespan^ who minghs with the crowds 
and should keep out of sight for the rest of the scene, 
and joins the Duchess de la Valliere,) 

LATIZr'N. 

Your Grace resolves no more to be content 
Eclipsing others. You eclipse yourself. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

1 thought you were a friend, and not a flatterer. 

LATTZrN. 

Friendship woujd lose its dearest privilege 

If friendship were forbidden to admire ! 

Why, ev'n the jCing admires, yaur Grace's friend, — 

Told me to-day she was the loveliest lady 

The court could boast. Nay, see how, while they speak 

He gazes on her. How his breathing fans 

The locks that shade the roses of her cheek ! 

,DT7CHES8 DE LA VALLIERE. 

Ha ! Nay, be still, ray heart. 
LAirzuN. 



But it l(^ik» wondrous .waj?Di^ 



It is but friendship ; 
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DUCHESSr DE LA TALLIERE. 

He cannot mean it! 
And yet — and yet he lingers on her hand — 
He whispers ! 

LAUZUN. 

How the gossips gaze and smile ! 
There'll be much scandal. 

DUCHESS DE LA TALLIERE. 

Lauzun ! — what! — thou thinks't not? 
No, no, thou canst not think-^ 

lavzun. 

That courts know treachery, 
That women are ambitious, or men false 4 
I will not think it. Pshaw I . , 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

My brain swims round ! 
Louis, of late, hath been so changed. How fair 
She looks to-night ! — and, oh, she has not fallen ! 
He comes — he nears us — he has left her. Fie ! 
My foolish fancies wronged him ! 

LAUZUN.' 

Tfie speir works.' 

MADAME DE - MONTESPAN. 

(As the King quits her^ to first Courtier, giving him bacJc 

the paper.) ^ 
My Lord, your suit is granted 

FIRST COURTEIR. 

Blessings Madam ! ^ 
The other VotHnpHet^ 4i0fm romd him.* 
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SECOND COVU.TIEM, 

Her influence mnst be great. I know three dukes 
^fost pressing for the post. 

THIRD COtlRTlER. 

A rising sun, 
Worthier of worship than that cold La Valliere, 
The King as wel], cnethinks, might have no mistress, 
As one by whom no courtier grew the richer. 

( The Courtiers gr^up round Madame de Montespan,) 

W)Tris. 
My Lords you do remember the bright lists 
Which, in the place termed thenceforth * The Carrousely* 
We sometime held? — a knightly tournament, 
That brought us back the age of the, first Francis ! 

LAUZUN. 

Of all your glorious festivals, the greatest f 
Who but remembers? 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLTERE (aside.) 

Then he wore my colors. 
How kind to' bring back to my yearning heart 
That golden spring-time of our early loves! 

LOUfS. 

Next week we will revive the heroic pageant. 

Proud plumes shall wave and levelled spears be shivered ; 

OurseLf will take the lists, and do defy 

The chivalry of our renowned France, 

In honor of that lady of our court 

♦ The Place du Carrousel was so named from a splendid festival 
given by Louis. On the second day, devoted to knightly eamei, the' 
&in£^whe appeared in the character of Roger, carried off lour prizes. 
Alfthe erown jewels wer6 prodigalized on his arms and the trappings 
of his horse. 
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81 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. [Act III. 

For whom we wear the colors, and the motto 
Which suits her best — Most bright where all are 
brilliant P 

4 

QRAMlfONT. 

Oh, a most kingly notion ! 

LOVIS. 

Ere we part, 
Let each knight choose his colors and his lady. 
Oqrself have set the example. 

{The Courtiers mingle with the Ladies^ S^c^ many 
Ladies give their colors,) 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE (timidly,) 

Oh, my Louis ! 
I read thy heart ; thou hast chosen tliis device 
To learn thy poor La Valliere to be proud. 
Nay, turn not from my blessings. Once before 
You wore my colors, though I gave them not. 
To-night I give them ! — 'Louis loves me still ! 
{Takes one of the knots from her breast, and presents it.) 

LOUIS. 

Lady, the noblest hearts in France would beat 
More high beneath your badge. Alas! my service 
Is vowed already here, 

( Turning to Madame de Mtintespan, and placing a knot 
of her colore over his order of the Saint Esprit) 

These are my colors ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

How I how ! 

The King converses apart with Ufadame de Mon- 
tespan. 
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LAVziTN {to the Duchess de la VaUiere,) 
By calm, your Grace ; a thousand eyes 
Are on you. Give the envious Crowd no triumph. 
Ah ! had my fortune won so soft a heart 
I would have 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Peace ! — ^Away ! Betrayed — Undone. 



END OP ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Tht Gardens at Versaillis, 
Enter Lauzun, 

LAUZUN. 

So far, so prosperous ! From the breast of Louis, 

The blooming love it bore so long a summer, 

Falls like a fruit o'er-ripe; and, in the court. 

And o^er the King, this glittering Montespan 

Queens it without a rival, — awes all foes. 

And therefore makes all friends. State, office, honors. 

Reflect her smile, or fade before her frown. 

So far, so well ! Enough for Montespan. 

For Lauzun now ! — I love this fair La Valliere, 

As well, at least, as woman's worth the loving ; 

And if the jewel has one trifling flaw. 

The gold 'tis set in will redeem the blemish. 

The King's no niggard lover ; and her wealth 

Is vast. I have the total in my tablets — 

(Besides estates in Picardy and Provence.) 

I'm very poor — ^my debtors very pressing. 

I've robbed the Duchess of a faithless lover, 

To give myself a wife, and her a husband. 

Wedlock's a holy thing, — and weahh a good one ! 

Enter Marquis de Montespan. 

MONTESPAN. 

O Duke, behold a miserable man ! 
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What ! ia despair ? 



MONTEflPAN. 



Despair, sir ! — ^that's a thing 
That happens every hour I But this 

JLAUZUN. 

,.rt. . . • Take breath. 

What IS the matter t 

MONTEISPAN. 

Banished from the court I 

LAUZUN. 

Banished t For what offence 7 

MONTESPAN. 

Because the King 
Complains my wife's an angel ! and declares 
Her health will be affected by my temper. 
My temper 1 — ^I'm a lamb J 



Is jealous of you? 



i;.A17Z17K. 

Perhaps the King 



MONTESPAN. 

On my life you've hit it ! 
And yet I never gave^him any caase ! 

Enter Louis. 

LOUIS {to Marquis de Montespan.) 
You, my Lord, in the precincts of our palace !—* 
Thb is too daring. 
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M0NTE8PAN. 

Ob, your Majestjr, 
I do beseech yoar grace. I am most sorry 
TO' have a wife so good. Tis not my fault. Sire. 

JLOUIS. 

3ilence my Lord 1 Your strange and countless follies — 
The scenes you make — ^your loud domestic broils — 

ring scandal on our court. Decorum needs 
Tour banishment ; or, since you cannot live 
With your fair lady in harmonious concord, 
Leave her in peace, and live alone ! 



There u no broil. 



MONTESPAN. 

Alas ! 

LAtJzuN (Aside,) 

What, contradict the King 1 



M0KTE8PAN. 

My wife and I are doves ! 

- LOUIS. 

You must perceive 
That it were best for both to break a chain 
You both abhor. 

MONTESPAN. 

I swear r- 



LOUIS. 

Peace, Marquis ! Go ! 
And for your separate household, which entails 
A double cost, our tre^surejr shall accord you 
A hundred thousand crowns. 

MONTEBPAN. 

O generous Monarch 
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LOTTIS. 

Mind, your poor lady, from this hour is free. 

No more. Your exile is revoked. Good day, sir I 

MONTESPAN. 

A hundred thousand crowns I 

LA.UZUN. 

Begone 1 

MONTESPAN. 

I'm ravished! 
[Exit Marquis de Montespam. 



A fool, well rid of. Strange that such a dolt 
Should e'er be mated with the bright Athene. 
Pleasure is never stagnant in her presence ; 
But every breeze of woman's changeful skies 
Ripples the stream and freshens e'en the sunshine. 

, tAUZUN. 

*Tis aaid, your Majesty, ' that contrast's sweet,' 
And she you speak of well contrasts another, 
Whom once 

LOUIS. 

I loved ; a/id still devoutly honor 
This poor La Valliere ! — could we will affection, 
I would have never changed. And even now 
I feel Athene has but charmed ray senses, 
And my void heart still murmurs for Louise ! 
I would we could be friends, since nbw not lovers, 
Nor dare be happy while I know her wretched. 

LAUZUN. 

Wearies she still your Majesty with prayers. 
Tender laments, and passionate reproaches % 
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Her love outlives its hopes. 

LAUZUN. 

Ab irksome task 
To witness tears we cannot kiss away» 
And with cold friendship freeze the ears of love L 

LOUIS. 

Most irksome and most bootless ! 

LAUZUN. 

Haply, Sire» 
In one so pure, the charm of wedded life 
Might lull keen griefs to rest, and curb the love 
Thou fly'st from to the friendship that thou seekest 1 

LOUIS. 

IVe thought of this. The Duke de Longueville loves her. 
And hath besought before her feet to lay 
His princely fortunes. 

LAUZUN (quickly.) 
Ha ! — and she 

LOUIS. ^ 

Rejects him. 

LAUZUN, 

Sire, if love's sun, once set, bequeaths a twilight, 
*T would only hover o'er some form whom chance 
Had linked with Louis — some one (thouch unworthy) 
Whose presence took a charm from brighter thoughts 
That knit it with the past, 

LOUIS. 

Why, how now, I}^ke I— 
Thou speak*8t not of tbj^selfl 
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I dare noty Sire ! 

LOUIS. 

Ha ! ha ! — poor Lauzun I — what I the soft la Valliere 
Transfer ber sorrowiog heart to thee ! Ha ! ha 1 

LAUZUN. 

My name is not less noble than De Longueville's ; 
My glory greater, since the world has said 
Louis esteems me more. 

LOUIS. . . 

Esteems ! No l-^av&rs ! 
And thou dost think that she, who shrunk from lovei 
Lest love were vice, would wed the wildest Lord 
That ever laughed at virtue ? ' 

LAUZUK. 

Sire, you wrong me ; 
Or else you (pardon me) coodemn yourself. 
Is it too much for one the King calls friend 
To aspire to one the King has called 

LOVI8. ' i 

Sir, hold! 
I never so malign'd that hapless Lady 
As to give her the title only doe 
To such as Montespan, who glories in it — 
The last my mistress ; but the first my victim : 
A nice distinction, taught not in yo'iir logic, 
Which, but just now, confused esteem and favor. 
Go to I we^kings are not the dupes you deem us. 

LAUZUN (aside,) 
So high 1 Fll win La Valliere to avenge me, 
And humble this imperial vanity. 
{Aloud.) 
Sire, I offend ! Permit me lo retire, 
And mourn your anger ; nor presume to guess 
Whence came the cause. And, since it seems y our ^vor . 
Made me aspire too high, in that I loved 
Where you, Sire, made love noble, and half-dreamed 
Might be — nay, am not — wholly there disdained-* 

9* 
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How»Duk»! 

. I dd reiuMmce ftlimoe 
The haughty vision^ Sire, permit my absence. 

Lauziin^ thou hintest that, were suit allowed thee,^ 
La Yalliere might uot scora it-^is. it so T 

I crave your pardon^ Sire« 

Musi I ask twke t 

I do believe then,. Sire,, witfir time and patience,. 
The Dckehess might he won to — not reject me I 

Go, then, and prove thy fortaoe. We permit thee,. 
And,, if thoO prbsperest, why then love's a riddle, * 
And woman ]»--^no matter I Go, my Lord ;: 
We did not mean to wound thee.^ So, forget h ! 
Woo when thou wUt— ^nd wear what thou canst wih^ 

My gracious Liege,Lauzun commends him to thee ;. 

And if one word, he merit not, may woupd him,. 

He'll think of favors wordis can never caoTceL 

Memory shall medicine to his present pain*. 

God save you. Sire l-^Aside^ To 6e the dupe I deen^e 



you! 



Exit Itouzutu- 
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LttUIfl. 

I love h^r net ; and yet^ oMthinks^ am jealous ! 
^ Lauzun is wise and witty — knows the sex. 
What if she do ? — No ! I will not believe it. 
And what is she to me 1 — a friend — a friend f 
And I would have her wed. 'Twere be^ for both-^ 
A balm for conscience — an excuse for change 1 
'Twere best : — ^I marvel much if she'll accept him I 

[Exit L&uis. 



SCENE U. 



A private apartment in the Palace of the Duchess de 
la ValUere. 

Sinter the Duchess de la ValUere. 

DVCBE88 I>B LA VALLIERE* 

fle loves Bie« tlien» no longer \ All the words 

Earth knows shape but one thought — * He loves no longer P 

Where shall I turn 7 My mo&r — my poor mother t 

Sleeps the k>ng sleep ! *Tis better so f Her life 

Ran to its lees. I will not mourn for hoc. , , 

But it is hard to be alone on earth i 

This love» for. which I gave so mach» is dead. 

Save in my heart ; and love» surviving love, 

Changes its nature, and becomes despair ! 

Ah, me t — how hateful i^ thb world ! 

Enter Gentleman of the Chamber^ 

GENTLEMAN. 

The Duke de Lauzun I 
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DUCHESS DE LA VALLIBBE. 

News, sweet news, of Lo«is ! 
Enter Lauzun. 

LAUZUN. 

Dare I disturb your thoughts X 

" dijche;ss de la talliere. 

My Lord, you're welcome ! 
Came you from court to-day \ 

LAUZUN. 

I left the King 
But just now, in the gardens. 

duchess de LA TALLIERE (tUgtrly.) 

Weill 

LAUZUN. 

He bore him 
With his accustomed health ! 

duchess de la TALLIERE. 

Proceed. 



I haTe no more to tell. 



LAUZUN. 

Dear Lady, 



DUCHE88 DE LA TALLIERlS {aMe.) 

Alas ! No message ! 

LAUZUN. 

We did conTerse, 'tis true, upon a subject 
Most dear to one of us. Your Grace diTines it 1 

DUCHESS DE LA TALLIERE (jOt/lfvUy.) 

Was it of me he spoke ? 
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LAUZUN. 

Ofy<M 
/spoke, and he replied. I praised your beauty — 

DUCHESS DB LA YALLIERE. 

You praised 1 

LAUZITN. 

Your form, your face — that wealth of mind 
Which, playM you not the miser, and concealed it, 
Would buy up all the coins that pass for wit. 
The King, assenting, wished he might behold you 
As happy — as your virtues should have made you. 

DUCHESS DB LA TALLIBBE. 

'Twas said in mockery ! 

LAUZUN. 

Lady, no ! — in kindness « 
Nay, more, (he added,) would you yet your will 
Mould to his wish — 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIlftRE. 

His wish !— the lightest ! 

LAUZUN. 

Ah! 
You know not how my heart throbs while you speak ! 
Be not so rash to promise ; or, at least, 
Be faithful to perform ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

You speak in riddles. 

LAUZUN. 

Of your bne state and beautliul affections, 
Formed to make B^n home an £den, our good King, 
Tenderly mindful, fain would see you link 
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Your lot to one whose love might be your shelter. 
He spake, and all my long-concealed emotions 
Gush'd into words, and I confessed— O Lady, 
Hear me confess once more — how well L love thee ! 



You dared 1 — and he — the King — 

LAUZUN. 

Upon me smiled, 
And bade me prosper. 

DUCHESS P£ LA VALLIERE; 

Ah! 
{Sinks dowTif and covers her face with her hands) 

LAUZUN. 

Nay, nay, look up ! 
The heart tliat could forsake a love like thine 
Doth not deserve regret. Look up, dear Lady ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

He bade thee prosper ! 

LAUZUN. 

Pardon, my wild hope 
Outran discretion. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Louis bade thee prosper ! 

LAUZUN. 

Ah, if this thankless — this remorseless love 

Thou couldst forget ! Oh, give me but thy friendship. 

And take respect, faith, worship, all, in Lauzun ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Consign me to another ! Well, 'tis well ! 

Earth's latest tie in broke !— earth's hopes are over! 
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LAtrziTN. 
Speak to me sweet Louise ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

So, tbou art he 
To whom this shatlerecl heart should be surrendered ?— 
And thou, the high-born, glittering* scornful Lauzun, 
Wouldst take the cast-off leman of a King, 
Nor think thyself disgraced ! Fie ! — fie ! thourU shameless 1 

LAVZUN. 

Tou were betray'd by love, and not by sin, 
Nor low ambition. Your disgrace is honor 
By the false side of dames the world calls spotless.' 

DUCHESS DE LA YALLIERE. 

Go, sire, nor make me scorn you. If IVe erred, 
I know at least the majesty of virtue. 
And feel — what you forget. 

LAUZUN. 

Yet hear me. Madam 1 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Go, go ! You are the King's friend — ^you were mine ; 
I would not have you thus debased : refused 
By one at once the fallen and forsaken ! 
His friend shall not be shamed so ! 

[Exit the Duchess de la VaUiere. 

LAUZUN [passing his hand over his eyes.) 

I do swear 
These eyes are moist ! And he who owned this gem 
Casts it away, and cries ' divine' to tinsel ! 
So falls my hope. My fortunes call me back 
To surer schemes. Before that ray of goodness '1 
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How many plots shrunk, bUodedt into shadow ! 
Laasun forgot himself, and dreamt of virtue ! 

[Exit Lauzun. 



SCENE m. 

QextUman of the CkAmber^ ami Bragdomt^ as a 
Franciscan friar, 

OENTLBMAN. 

The Duchess gone I 1 fear me that, to-day. 
You are too late for audience, reverend fatfc^n 

BRAOBLONB. 

Audience ! — a royal phrase 1 — it suits the Duchess. 
Go, son ; announce me. 

GENFLEtfAN. 

By wliat name, my father ? 

BRA6ELONE. 

IVe done with names. Announce a nameless monk. 
Whose prayers have risen o'er some graves she honors. 

GENTLEMAN, {osidc.) 

]^y lady is too lavish of her bounty 

To these proud shavelings : yet, methinks this friar 

Hath less of priest tlran warrior in his hearing. 

He awes me with his stern and thrilling voice. 

His stately gesture, and imperious eye. 

And yet I swear be comes for alms ! — ^the varlet I 

Why should I lieed him I 

BRA6EL0VB. 

Didst thou hear t Begone I 
[Exit Gentleman. 
Yes, she will know me not My lealest soldier. 
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One who had marchM bare*breasted on the steel, 

If I had bid him cast away the treasure 

Of the o'er-valued life ; the nurse that reared me. 

Or mine own mother, in these shroudlike robes, 

And in the immature and rapid age 

Which, from my numbM and withering heart, hath crept 

Unto my features, now might gaze upon me. 

And pass the stranger by. Why should she know me, 

If they who lov'd me know not? Harkl I. hear her: 

That silver footfall! — ^stili it hath to me 

Its own peculiar and most spiritual music. 

Trembling along the pulses of the air. 

And dying on the heart that makes its echo 1 * 

'Tis she ! How lovely yet ! 

Enter the Duchess de la Valliere. 

DUCHESS DE IrA VALLIERE. 

Your blessing, &tber. 



BRAGELONE. 

Let courts and courtiers bless the favored Duchess : 
Courts bless the proud ; God's ministers, the humble. 

DITGHESS DB LA VALLIERE. 

He taunts me, this poor friar ! Well my father, 
I have obeyed your summons. Do you seek 
Masses for souls departed ? — or the debt 
The wealthy owe the poor ? — say on ! 

BRAOELONE {Aside.) 

Her heart 
Is not yet hardened ! Daughter, such a mission 
Were sweeter than the task which urged me hither : 
You had a lover once — a plain, bold soldier 
He loved you well ? 

10 
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bUCBBSS DB LA YALLIEKE. 

Ah, Heaven ! 

BRAGBLONE. 

And you forsook him. 
Your choice wji.s natural — some might call it noble 1 
And this blunt soldier pardoned (he desertion, 
But sunk ,at what his fully termed dishonor. 

PUCQESS DE LA VALHERE. 

O, Father, spare me ! — if dishonor were. 
It rested but with me. 

BRAGBLONE. 

So deemed the world, 
But not that foolish s*. Idier ! — ho had learned 
To blepd his thoughts, his fame, himself, with thee ; 
Thoa wert a purer, a diviner self; 
He loved thee as a warrior worships glory ; 
He loved thee as a Roman honored virtue ; 
He loved thee as thy sex adore ambition ; *" 
And when Pollution breathed upon his idol. 
It bl.a^ted glory, virtue, and ambition, 
Fiird up each crevice in the world of thought. 
And poisoned earth with thy contagious shame 1 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Spare me I in merey spare me ! 

brageloneJ 

This poor fool, 
This shadow, living only on thy light. 
When thou wert darkened, could but choose to die. 
He left the wars ;-^No fame, since thine fWas dim : 
He left his land ; — what home without Louise 1 
It broke — thift stubborn, stern, unbending heart — 
It broke I and breaking its last sigh — forgave thee ! 
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Scene III.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. 
DUCHESS OK tA VALLIBRE. 

Ah, Heaven ! ' 

BRAGELONE. 

One summer eve, mcthinks, lie told me, 
Thy hand around his haubcTk wound a scarf; ^ 
And thy voice badu him * Wear ii for the sake 
Of one who Iiouored worth [* Were tliose the words ? 

DUCHESS D£ LA YALLIERE. 

They were. Alas! alas! 

BRAGELONE. 

He wore it. Lady, 
Till memory ceased. It was to him the token 
Of a sweet dream ; and, from his quiet grave. 
He sends it now to thee. — Its hues are faded. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Give it me ! — let me bathe it with my tears ! 
Memorfal of my guilt — 

BRAGELONE {in a soft and tender accent.) 

And his forgiveness ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

That tone ! — ha ! while thou speakest, in thy voice. 
And in thy presence there is something kindred 
To him we jointly mourn : thou art — 

BRAGELONE. 

His brother ; 
Of whom, perchance, in ancient years he told thee ; 
.Who, early wearied of this garish world, 
Fled to convent^ shade, and found repose. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE {apprOOChtng) 

Ay, is it so4 — thou'rt Bragelooe's brother ? 
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Why, then, thoa art what he woold be, if Jiving — 
A friend to one most friendless ! 

BRAGELOHE. 

Friendless ! — Ay, 
Tbou hast learnt, betimes, the truth, that man's wild pas- 
sion 
Makes b^t its sport of virtue, peace, afiection ; 
And breaks the plaything when the game is done ! 
Friendless ! — I pity thee ! 

DUCHESS DE LA TALLIERE. 

Oh ! holy Father, 
Stay with me ? — succor me ! — reprove, but guide me : 
Teach me to wean my thoughts from earth to heaven. 
And be what God ordained his chosen priests — ' 
Foes to our sin, but friends to our despair. 

BEAGELONE. 

Dauf^hter, a heavenly and a welcome duty^ 

But one most rigid and austere : there is 

No composition with our debts of sin. 

Ood claims thy soul ; and, lo ! his creature tliere I 

Thy choice must be between them — God or man, 

Virtue or guilt ; a Louis or — 

" DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE* 

A Louis! 
Not mine the poor atonement of the choice : 
I am, myself, the Abandoned One ! 

BRAGELONE. 

I know it ; 
Therefore my mission and^my ministry. 
When he who loved thee died, he bade me wait 
The season when the sicklied blight of change 
Creeps o^er the bloom of Passion, when the ivajr 
Is half prepared by Sorrow to Repentancei 



gitized by Google 



Seaiie ni.] THS PUCBESS DB LA. VALLtSRS. 101 

And seek yoa then,-^Ae trusted not in vain : 
Perchance an idle hope, but it consoled htm. 

DUCHB88 DB LA TALLICRB. 

No, DO ! not idle ! — in my liappiest hours, . 
When the world smiled, a void was in this heart" 
The world coMid never fill : thy brother knew me I 

BRA6EL0NB. 

I do believe thee, daughter. Hear me yet ; 

My mission is not ended. When thy mother 

Lay on the bed of deatli (she went before 

The sterner Iieart the same blow broke more slowly^: 

As thus she lay, around the swimming walls, 

Her dim eyes wandered, searching through the shadows. 

As if the spirit, half-redeemed from clay. 

Could force its will to shape, and, from the darkness, . 

Body a daughter's image,-^nay, be still \) 

Thou wert not there ; — alas ! thy shame had murdered 

Even the blessed sadness of that duty ! 

But o'er that pillow watched a sleepless 03*0, 

And i}y that couch moved one untiring step, 

And o'er that sutfering rose a ci*aseless prayer ; 

And still thy mother's voice, whene'er it called 

Upon a daughter — foimd a son ! . 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

OGodl 
Have mercy on me ! 

BRAOELON7* 

Coldly, through the lattice. 
Gleamed the stow dawn, and, from their latest sleep. 
Woke the sad eyes it was not thine to close 1 
And, as they fell upon the haggard brow, 
And the thin hairs — grown grey, bat not by Time— « 
Of that lone watcher— wliile upon her heart 
Gubhed all the memories of the mighty wrecks 
10* 
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Thy guilt had made- of what .were opce the. shrikes 
For Honor, t^eace, and God I — that oged woni^n, 
. (She was a heroes wife^ upraised her voice 
To curse her child ! 

vI>UCH£8S DE LA VALLIERXT. 

, , Go on ! — be kind, and kill me ! 

BRA6EL0NE. 

Then he, whom thoughts of what he was to thet . . 

Had made her son, arrested on her lips 

The awful doom, and, from the earlier past, 

Invoked a tenderer spell — a holier image : 

Painted thy gentle, soft, obedient childhood — 

l^hy guileless youth, lone state, and strong temptation ; 

Thy very sin the overflow of thoughts 

From wells whose sourop was innocence ; and, thus, 

Sought with the sunshine of thy maiden spring 

To melt the ice that lay upon her heart, 

Tilf all the mother flowed again ! 

DUCHESS DE LA YALLTERE. 

And she ? — 

BRA6ELONE. 

Spoke only once again I She died — and hlest thee ! 

DUCHESS DE LA TALLIERE (rushxng OUU) 

No more ! — I can%^ more ! — my heart is breaking I 

« BRAGELONE. 

The angel hath not left her ! — ^if the pltimes 
Have lost the whiteness of their younger glory, / 
The wings have stili the instinct of the skies. 
And yet shall bear her up ! 

LOUIS (witkfnU,) 

We need you not, Sir ; 
Ourself will seek the Duchess. - 
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39AGSL0N9. 

The King's voice ! 
How my flesh creeps !— my foe, and her drestroyer ! 
The ruthless, heartless — 

(His hand seeks^ rapidly and mechcmicaUy^ for his 
sword-hilt) 

Why, why ! — where's my sword X 
O iiOrd ! I do forget myself to dotage : 
The soldier, now, is a poor helpless monk, 
That iiath not even curses! Satan, hence ! 
Get thee behind me, Tempter ! — Tliere, I'nr calm. 



SCENE IV. 

Louis — Bragelane. 

LOUIS. 

t can no more hold parfcy with impatience. 
But long te learn how Lauzun's courtship prospers. 
She is not here^ At prayers, perhaps. The DuchaM 
Hath grown devout. A friar I-^Save you, father ! . 

BRA6EL0NE. 

I thank thee, son. 

LOUIS* 

He knows roe not. Well, Monk, 
Are you her Grace's almoner \ 

BRAOELONE. 

Sire, no ! 

LOUIS. 

So short, yet know uat 
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BRAOBLONB. 

Sire, I do. You are 
The man — 

LOUIS. 

How, priest ! — ^the man / 

BBAGBLONB. 

The word offends yoo t ♦ 
The King, who raised a maiden to a Duchess, 
That maiden*s father was a gallant subject : 
Kingly reward ! — you made his daughter Duchess. 
That maiden^s mother was a stainless matron : 
Her heart you broke, though mother to a Duchess ! 
That maiden was affianced from her youth 
To one who served you well — nay, saved your life : 
His life you robbed of all that gave life value ; 
And yet — ^you made his fair betrothed a Duchess! 
You are that King. The world proclaims you ' Great ;f 
A million warriors bled to buy your laurels ; 
A million peasants starved to build Versailles: 
Your people famish ; but your court is splendid ! 
Priests from their pulpits bless your glorious r«ign ; 
Poets have sung the greater than Augustus ; 
And painters placed you on immortal canvas, 
LimnM as the Jove whose thunders awe the world. 
But to the humble minister of God, 

You are the King who has betrayed his trust— . ' 

Beggared a nation but to bloat a court, 
^een in men's lives the pastime to ambition, 
Looked but on virtue as the toy for vice ; 
And, for the first time, from a subject's lips, 
Now learns the name he leaves to Time and God ! 

LOUIS. 

Add to the bead-roll of that Kind's offences 

That, when a foul-mouthed Monk assumed the rebel, 

The Monster-King forgave him. Hast thou done 7 
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BRAOELONE. 

Your changing hues belie your royal mien ; ' 
Hi the high monarch veils the trembling man ! 

LOUIS. 

Well, you are privileged I It ne'er was said 
The Fourteenth Louis, in his proudest hour, 
BoW'd not his sceptre tp flie Church's crozier. 

BRAOELONE* 

Alas I the Church! 'Tis true, this garb of serge 

Dares speech that daunts the ermine, and walks iree 

Where stout hearts tremble, in the triple mail. 

But wherefore \ — Lies the virtue in the robe. 

Which the moih eats ? or in the9e senseless beads ? 

Or in the name of priest ? The Pharisees 

Had priests that gave their Saviour to the cross I 

No! we have high immunity and sanction, 

That Truth may teach humanity to Power, 

Glide through the dungeon, pierce the armed throng, 

Awaken Luxury on her Sybarite couch, 

And, stai-tling souls that shimber on a throne. 

Bow kings before that priest of priests — the Conscience ! 

LOUIS (aside,) 

An awful man ! — unlike the reverend crew 
Who praise my royal virtue^ in the pulpit. 
And — ask for bishoprics when church is over * 

BRAOm'ONB. *^ . 

Thk makes us sacred. The profane are they 

Honoring the herald wWIe they scorn the mission. 

The King who serves the church, yet dings to mammon. 

Who fears the pastor, but forgets the flock. 

Who bows before the monitor, and yet 

Will ne'er forego the sin, luay sink, when»ge 

Palsies the lust and> deadens tim temptation. 

To the priest^^ndden* not r«petotant, dolard,— > 
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For pious hopes hail superstitious terrors, i^ 

And seek some sleek Iscariot of the churchy ' ^ 

To sell salvation for the thirty pieces ! ' u 

LOUIS {aside.) ' ^ 

He speaks as one inspired ! y 



BRAGELqi^B. 

Awake ! — awake ! 
Great though thou art, awake thee from the dream 
That earth was made for kings — mankind for slaughter—-- 
Women for lust — the People for the Palace ! 
Dark warnings have gone forth ; along the air 
Lingers the crash of the first Charles's throne ! 
B.ehold the young, the fair, the haughty kingl 
TJie kneeling courtiers, and the flattering priests; 
Lo ! where the palace rose^ behold, the scaffold — 
The crowd — the axe — the headsman — and the Victim ! 
Lord of the silver lilies, canst thou tell 
If the same fate await not thy descendant I 
If some meek son of thine imperial line 
May make no brother to yon headU^ss spectre I 
And when the sage who saddens o'er the end 
Tracks back the causes, tremble lest he find 
The seeds — thy wars, thy pomp, and thy jtrofusioa 
Sowed in a heartless court and breadless people, 
Grew to the tree from which men shaped the scaffold,— 
And the long glare of thy funereal glories 
Light unborn monarchs to a ghastly grave ! 
Beware, proud King ! the Present cries aloud, 
A prophet to the Future ! Wake ! — beivare! 

[Elxit BrageUne. 

LOUIS. 

Gone 1 Most ill-omened voice and fearful shape! 
Scarce seemed it of tlie earth ; a thing that breathed 
But to fulfil some dark and dire behest ; 
To appal us, and to vanish. — The quick blood 
Halts in my veins. Obi never till this hour 
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Seeie IV.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE WT 

Heard I the voice that awed the soul of Louis, 

Or met one brow that did not quail before 

My kingly gaze ! And this unmitred moi^k ! 

I'm glad that none were by. — It was a dream ; 

So let its memory like a dream depart. 

I am no tyrant — nay, 1 love ray people. 

My wars were made but for the fame of France I 

My pomp ! why, tush ! — what king can play the hermit 1 

My conscience smites me not ; and but last eve 

I did confess, and was absolved I — A bigot ; 

And half methinks, a heretic ! I wish 

The Jesuits had the probing of his doctrines. 

Well, well 'tis o'er ! — rwhat ho, there I 

Enter Gentleman of the Chamber, 

LOU^IS. 

Wine 1 Apprise 
Once more the Duchess of our presence. — Stay t 
Yon Monk what doth he here ? 

GENTLEMAN. 

I know not, Sice, 
Nor saw him till this day. 

LOUIS. 

Strange ! — Wine I 
[Exit Gentleman, 
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SCENE V. mh&i 

nrotl 
Duchess de la VaUiere. — Louis. 

Well, Madam, , 

We've tarried long your coming, and meanwhile . 

Have found your proxy in a madman monk. 
Whom, for the future, we would pray you spare us. 

(Re-enter Gentleman with wine.) 

So, so 1 the draught restores us. Fair La Valliere 

Make not yon holy man your confessor ; 

You'll find small comfort in his lectures. l)^ 

ii 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Sire, 
His meaning is more kindly than his manner. 
, I pray you, pardon him. itn 

Loris. 

Ay, ay I no more ; ^ 

Let's think of him no more. \ou had, this morn, ^ 

A courtlier visitant, methinks, — De Lauzun ? ^ 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. ' *■ 

Yes, Sire. ^ 

LOUIS. ■ 1 

A smooth and gallant gentleman. 

You're silent. Silence is assent ; — ^"tis well ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE (Aside.) 

Down my full heart ! the Duke declares your wish 
Is that — that I should bind this broken heart 
And— no ! I cannot speak — 

( With great andsudden energy. 
You wish me wed Sire ? 
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LOUIS. 

'Twere best that jou should we^ ; and vet, De Lauzun 
Is scarce the happiest choice.^— But as thou wHt. 

DUCHESS DS hA VALLIERE. 

*Twere best that I should wej^.tlipu saidst it Louis ; 
* Say it OQce more I 

LOUU. 

In honesty, I think so . 

PUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

My choice is made then — ^I obey the fiat 
And will become a bride 1 

LOUIS. 

The Duke has sped ! 
t trust he Ipves thyself, and not thy dower. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

The Duke ! what, hast t ou read so ill this soul 
That thou couldst deem thus meanly of that book 
Whose every page was bared to theo ? A bitter 
LiOt has bjBen mine — and this sums up the measure. 
Go, Louis ! go I — :A11 glorious as thou art — 
Earth's Agamemnon — the great king of men — 
Thou wert not worthy of this woman's heart 4 

LOUIS. 

Her passion moves me ! — Then your choice has fallen 
Upon a nobler bridegroom^ T 

' ' ; « iSire, it hath I 

LOUIS. 

May I demand that choice ? 

11 
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DVCHS88 DB LA VALLIERE. 

Too soon though learn \U 
Noty^t! Ahniel 

L0VI8. 

Nay, sigh not, my sweet Duchess, 
Speak not so sadly. What, though love hath past, 
Friendship remains ; and still my fondest hope 
Is to behold thee happy. Come ! — thy hand ; 
Let tts be friends 4 We are so i 

DV0H€8S DK LA VALLtEsk. 

So, it hath come to' this I I am ^eontented^l 
Yes — we are friends ! 

. LOUIS. 

And when your choice is madd. 
You will permit your friend to hail your bridals. 

DVCHB88 DE LA VALLIERE. 

Ay, when my choice is made ! 

LOUIS. 

This poor De Lauzuii 
. Hath then no chance ? I*m glad of it, and thus 
Seal our new bond of friendship' oa your hand. 
Adieu ! — and Heaven protect you 1 

[Exit JjOuU. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE (gazing after him.) 

Heaven hath heard thee^ 
And in this last most crttel, but most gracious. 
Proof of thy coldness, breaks the lingering chain 
That bound my soul to earth. 

(Enter Bragelane.) 

O holy father i 
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Brother to him whose grave my gtiift prepared', 
Witness my firm resolve, support my struggles, 
And guide me back to Virtue through Repentance ! 

BRAOBLOKB.' ^ 

Pause, ere thou dost decide. 

DUCHBS8 DB LA VALUBBE. 

I've paiiied too long, 
And now» impatient of this weary load, 
Sigh for repose. 

V 

BRAGBLONB. 

Oh) Heaven, receive her back 1 
Through the wide earth, the sorrowing dove hath flown, 
And found no haven ; weary though her wing 
And sullied with the dust of lengthened travail. 
Now let her flee away and be at rest ! m 

The peace that man has broken — ^thov restore 
Whose holiest taame is Father ! 

DVCHBSS I>B la VALLIBRB. 

Hear us, Heaven! 

. BND or ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

The Gardens at Versailles. 
Enter Madame de MdYitespaii^ Orammont^ and Courtitrs. 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

So she has fled from court — Hk^ saintly Duchess ; 
A convent'isl gate must shield this timorous virtue. 
Methinks they're not s6 many to assail it ! 
Wei J, trust me, One short moon of f^^t and penance 
Will bring us back the recreant novice — :^- 

GRAMMONT* 

And 
tnd the eventful eonvedy by nfarrk^.- 
Lauzun against liie world were even odds ;; 
But Lauzun with the world — what saint can stand. 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN (aside,) 

Lauzun ! — ^the traitor ! What ! to give my rival 

The triumph to reject the lawful love 

Of him whose lawless passion first betray^ed me ! 

GRAMMONT. 

Talk of the devil \ Humph — ^you know the proverb. 
Enter Laazun. . 

LAUZUN. 

Good day, my friends. ^ Your pardon, Madam ; I 
Thought 'twas the sun that bUjoded me^ — {Aside*) AtbeoftV 
Pray you, a word. 
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XADAMK DB XONTSftPAN. 

[Aloud^ and twmmg away disdainfidly.) ^ 

We*r© not at leisure, Duke; J 

LAUVUN. 

Ha! {A^e.) Nay, Athene, spare your friend these 

graces. 
Forget your state one moment ^ ha?^ you asked 
The King ! the 9ffice that you undertook 
To make ray own \ My creditors are urgent. 

MADAME DE MONTSSPAN (aloud.) 

No, my Lord Duke, I have not asked tJi^ King ! 
I grieve to hear your fortunes are. so broken, 
And that your honored and august device. 
To mend them by your^ marriage, failed. 

ORAMMONT. 

She hits him 
Hard on the hip. Ha, ha ! — ^the poor De Lauzun ! 

LAUZUN, 

Sir !— Nay, I'm calm ! 

MADAME DE MONTESPAM. . 

Pray, may, we dare to ask 
How long youVe loved thfe Duchess?" 

LAtTZVK; 

Ever si nee 
You were her frtend^and confidante. 

MADAME DE MOMTESPAN. 

YouVe bitter. 
Perchance you deem your love a thing to boast of. 

LAVZUN. 

To boast of |4^Yes ! 'Tis something ev'ii-to love 
The only w«man Louis ever kmiored. . 
11* 
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ukDiME DE MONtk8^kK-(l^5Kntf ^CT hand on Lauzun^s 

^ arm.) 
In3oleiitl You sl^l rue this! If I speak 
Your name to Louis, coupled with a favor, 
The suit shall be your bsT^fshnieiit ! 

[Exit Madame d€ Mckiespan, 

PlftS^ CaVSTfCR. 

Let's folJw. 
Ha ! ha 1 — B^fw Duk«, your game', I ftar, is lost ! 
You've played the knave, and thrown away th# king. 

COURTISRS. 

Ha! ha !-^ Adieu I ; 

lEx0int 

LAUZUX. 

Ha ! ha I — ^the devil take you ^ 



SCENE II. 
Enter to Lauzun the Marquis dt Montespan. 

MARqUIS DE MONTESPAN. 

My wife's not here ! that's well 1 We're not to speak ; 
But, when we meet, I l)ow — she smiles politely. 
A hundred thousand crowns for being civil 
To one another 1 Well, now that's a thing 
That happens but to Marquises. It shews 
My value in the state ! The King esteems 
My comfort of such -conseqnenoe to France, 
He pays me down a hundred thousand crowns 
Rather than let oiy wife disturb my tMtper I 
Lauzun 1 Aha ! he seems as something crossed him. 
I will console him. Duke, I^m ravish'd ! 

Damn you ! 
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Sc6ii« n.] THE DUCHESS DE LA YAIXIBRE. . 11$ 

MeKTXSPAN* 

Damn Hit/ Whfttl damn a Murquis! Heaven would think 

Twice of it, Sir, ti^^fore it damned a iKan 

Of my rank ! Damn a Marquis f tfaere*s*religMo I 

[Exit Montespan. 

LAtrZUN. 

So she would ruin me I Fore-armed — ^fore-warned ! 

I have the Kihg*s ear yet, and know some secrets 

That could destroy her ! Since La Valliere's flight, 

Louis grows sad and thoughtfbl, and looks cold 

On her vain rival, who too coarsely shews 

The world the stuff court ladies^ hearts are made of 

She wHl undo herself — and I Will help her. 

Weave on thy web, false Montespan, weave on; 

The bigger spider shall devour the smaller. 

The war's declarecl — ^*tis clear that one must fall :— 

rU be polkfe-^tbe Lady to the wall I 

Exit Lauzun. ^ 



SCENE m. 

Sunset — the old Chateau of La VttlHere-~4he Convent of 
the Carmelites at a distance — the same scene as that 
with which the play opens. 

Enter the Duchess de la Valliere and Bragelone from 
the Chateau, . 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Once more, ere yet I take farewell of earth, 

I see mine old, familiar, maiden home ! 

All how unchanged ! — the same the hour, the scene, 

The very season of the year! — the stillness 

Of the smooth wave— the stillness of the trees, 

Where the winds sleep Jike dreams 1 — and, oh ! the calm 

Of the blue heavens around yon holy spires, 

Pointing like gospel truths, throusrh calm and storm. 

To man's oreat home ! 
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BRAOSLONB (oiide,) 

Oh 1 how the years recede ! 
■ Upon this spot^ I spoke to her of love, 
And dreamt of bliss for earth ! t 

(The Vesper-bell tolls.) 

DUCHESS DE LA YALLIERE* 

Hark 1 the deep sound, 
That seems a voice from some invisible spirit, 
Claiming the world for God. — When last I heard it 
Hallow this air,.here stood my mother, living ; . 
And I — was then a mother's ^riJc /^— and yonder 
Came thy brave brother in his glittering mail; 
And — ah ! these thoughts are bitter !-*-were he living 
How would he scorn them ! 

BRAOELONE {wko has Ween gfeatly agitated.) 

No !— ah, no ! — thou wrox\gst him! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Yet, were he living, could 1 but receive 
From his own lips ray pardon, and his blessing, 
My soul would deem one dark memorial rased 
Out of the page most blistered with its tears! 

BRAOELONE. ^ 

Then have thy wish ! and in these wrecks of man . 
Worn to decay, and rent by. many a. storm, 
Survey the^worm the world called Bragelone. 

DUCHBSS^ DE LA VALLIERE. 

A vaunt ! — a vaunt I — I dream I — the dead returned " 
To earth to mock me !— No ! this hand is warm ! 
I have one murther less upon my soul. 
I thank thee, Heaven ! — (swoons,) 

BRAOELONE (supporting htr;) , 

The blow strikes home; and yet 
Whait Is my life to her 1 Louise !-r-She moves not ; 
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SheMoes not breathe; how still she rieepsf— «I saw her 

Sleep in her hiother'd arms, and then, in sleep 

She sisliled; There^s no 5iitt7e now! — poor child One kissl 

It is a brother's kiss — ^it has no guilt ; 

Kind Heaven, it has no guilt — I have survived 

All earthlier thoughts: her crime, my vows, efiaced them. 

A brother's kiss ! — Away ! I'm human still ; 

I thought I had been stronger ; God forgive me ! 

Awake, Louise ! — ^awake ! She breathes once tnore ; 

The spell is broke ; the marble warms to life ! 

AndJE — freeze batk to stone ! 

DVCHESS DE LA TALIERE. 

I heard a voice 
That cried ' Louise I' — Speak, speak! — niy sense is dim 
And struggles darkly with a blessed ray 
That shot from heaven. — ^My shame hath not destroyed 
thee ! i 

BRAOELONE^ 

No,-^ife mighli yet serve thee ! — and I lived on 
Dead to all ^se. I took the vows, and then, 
Ere yet I laid me down, and bade the Past 
Fade like a ghost before the dawn of heaven, 
One sacred task was left. — If love was dust, 
Love, like ourselves, has an immortal soul. 
That doth survive whate'er it takes from clay ; 
Ai^d that — ^the holier part of love — became 
A thing to watch thy step — a guardian spirit 
To hover round, disguised, unknown, undreamM of. 
To soothe the siorMw, to redeem the kin, 
And lead thy soul to peac0 ! 

Btl^ttfiSd JOB LA VALLIBRE. 

O bright revenge ! 
Love strong a^ death, and nobler far than woman's ! 

^RAOELONE. 

fpftdfte--^^ \ti me deem so I — ^the mute clobten 
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Tlie spoken ritnal, aiid the solemn veil, 

Are nought themselves ;■«— the Huguenot abjures 

The monkish cell, but breathes, perchance, the praycTr 

That speeds as quick to the Eternal Throne 1 

In our own souls must be the solitude ; 

In our own thoughts the sanctity I — 'Tis then 

The feeling that our vows have built the wall 

Passion can storm not, nor temptation sap, 

Gives calm its charter, roots out wild regret, 

And makes the heart the world-disdaining cloister. 

This — this is peace ! but pause, if in thy breast 

Linger the wish of earth. Alas ! all oaths 

Are vain, if nature shudders to record them — 

The subtle spirit 'scapes 4he sealed vessel ! 

The false devotion is the true despair 1 

* DUCHESS D£: li'A VALLISKS. 

Fear not ! — I feel 'tis not the walls of stone, 

Tokl beads, nor murmured hymns, that bind the heart 

Or exorcise the world ; the spell's the thought 

That where most weak we've banished the temptation, 

And reconciled, what ;qarth would still divide, 

The human memories and the immortal conscience. 

BRAGEUm^f 

Doubt fades before thine accents. f)p the day 

That gives thee to ti^e veil we'll meet^H;^ more. 

Let mine be man's last J^'essing in this wotUL^ 

Oh ! tell me, then, thou'p^ b^^pier than thou li»^^ been ; 

And when we part, I'll seek some hermit cell .-, . 

Beside the walls that compass the^ jsind prayer, ' r^. 

Morning and night, shall join our soul^ji^. heaven. X^ 

DUCHfiSS, DE LA VALLtERB^r 

Yes, generous spirit ! think, not that my future 
Shall be repining as the past. Thou livest, . . 

And conscience smiles again. The shattered bark * 
Glides to its haven. Joy ! the land j; near. 

Exit the Duchess 4e h Valliere into the Chateau.^ 
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BRAGELONB. ^ v 

So it is past ! — ^the secret is disclosed! 
Tlie hand she did reject on earth has led her 
To holier ties. I have not lived in vain ! 
Yet who had dreamed, when through the ranks of wai* 
Went the loud shout of *' France and Bragelone !" 
That the monk's cowl would close on all my laurels ? 
A never-heard philosopher is Life ! — 
Our happiest hours are sleep's ; — and sleep proclaims^ 
Did we but listen to its warning voice, 
That RBST is earth's elixir. Why, then, pine 
That, ere our yejirs grow feverish with their toilj 
Too weary-worn to find the rest they sigh for. 
We learn betimes the moral of repose T 
I will lie down, and sleep away this world. 
The pause of care, the slumber of tured passioti, 
Why, why defer till night is well nigh spent ? 
-When the brief sun that gilt the landscape sets. 
When o'er the music on the leaves of life 
Chill silence falls, and every fluttering hope 
That voiced the world with song has gone to roost. 
Then let thy soul, from the poor laborer, learn 
''Sleep's sweetest taken soonest !' 
{^As he moves away^ his eye fdjls vpon a glove dropped 

by the Duchess de la ValfUre^he tjalces it up. 
And this hath touched her hand ! — it were » CQmfort 
To hoard a single relic ! 

[Kissts the glove^ and then suddenly dropping i^ 

No !— 'tis sinful ! 
[Exit Bragelone. 
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SCENE IV. 

The exterior of the GMhic Convent of the CamuliUs^^ 
The toindovfs illumined — Music heard from withu^^^ 
A crowd without — Enter Courtier, .Jjodies, Priestx^ 
4"^., and pass through the door of the Chapel^ in the 
centre of the building. 

Enter Lauzunfrom a door in the sidewing of the Con^ 
vent^-^To him, Grammont. 

LAUZUN. 

Where hast thpu left the Kingl 

ORAMMONT. 

P^ot one league ^eoce. 

liAUZUN. 

Ere the clock strikes, La Yalliere. takes the veil. 

ORAMMONT. 

Great HeaveQ 1 so soon ! — ^and Louis sent me on. 
To learn how thou hadst prospered with the Duchess. 
He is so sanguine— this imperious King, 
Who never heard a " No" from Hying lips I 
How jdid she take his letter? 

LAUZUN4 

In sad silence ; 
Then mused a little while, and some few tears 
Stole down her cheeks, as, with a trembling hand, 
She gave me back the scroll. 

ORAMMpNT. 

You mean her answer. 
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LAUZUN. 

No ; the King's letter. " Te!l him that I thank him ;" 

(Such were her words ;) "but that my choice is made ; 

And ev'n this last assurance of his love 

I dare not keep : *tis only when I pray. 

That I may think of him. This is my answer." 

ORAMMONT. 

No more 1 — no written word 1 

LAUZUN. 

None, Grammont. Then 
She rose and left me ; and I heard the bell 
Calling the world to see a woman 3corn it. 

GRAMMONT. 

The King will never brook it. He will grasp her 
Back from this yawning tomb of living souls. 
The news came on with such a sudden shock ; 
The long noviciate thus abridged ; and she, 
Ever so waxen to his wayward will ! 
She cannot yet be marble. 

LAUZUN. 

Wronged adectioii 
Makes many a Niobe from tears. Haste, Grammont, 
Back to the King, and bid him fly to save. 
Or nerve his heart to lose her. I will follow. 
My second charge fulfilled* 



ORAMMONT. 



LAUZUN. 

Revenge and justice ! — Qq \ 



And what is that f 



[Exit Grammont 
LAUZUN {looking doton the ^age.) 

I hear her laugh — 
12 
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I catch the glitter of her festive robe ! 
Athene comes to triumph — and to tremble I 



SCENE V. . 
Madame de Montespan, Cottrtiers, and Lauzun, 

MADAME DE,MON'l?ESPAN(asi<;?C.) 

Now for the crowning cup of sparkling fortune ! 

A rarer pearl than Egypt's queen dissolved 

I have immersed in that delicious draught, 

A'woman's triumph o'er a fairer rival ! 

(As she turns to enter the convent, she perceives Lauzun.) 

What ! you here, Duke 1 

LAUZUN. 

Ay, Madam ; I've not yet 
To thank you for — my banishment I 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

' The Ides 
Of March are come — not over ! 

LAUZUN. 

Are they not ! 
For some they may be I You are here to witness — 

MADAME DB MONTESPAN. 

My triumph I 

LAUZUN. 

And to take a. friend^ s condolence. 
I bear this letter from the King ! • 

;. MA^AME^ DE MPNT|MgPAN- .. 

.1 : .The King! 
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(Reads the letter.) 

** We do not blame you ; blame belongs to love, 
And love had nought with you." — What ! What ! I 

tremble ! 
.** The Duke de Lauzun, of these lines the bearer, 
Confirms their purport ; from our royal court 
We do excuse your presence." Banished, Duke t 
Is that the word ? — What, banished 1 

LAUZUN. 

Hush ! — ^you mar 
The holy silence of the place. 'Tis true ; 
You read aright. Our gracious King permits you 
To quit Versailles. Versailles is not the world. 

MADAME D^ MONTESPAN. 

Perdition ! — banished ! 

LAUZUN. 

You can take the veil, 
Meanwhile enjoy your triumph ! 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

Triumph !— Ah ! 
She triumphs o*er me to the last. My soul 
Finds hell on earth — and her's makes earth a heaven 1 

LAUZUN. 

Hist! — will you walk within l 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

O, hateful world 
What ! — hath it come to this 1 

LAUZUN. 

You spoil your triumph I 

MADAME DE MONTESPAN. 

Lauzun, I thank thee ! — thank thee — thank-^and curse 
thee i [Exit Madame de Montespan 
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liAuzuN {looking after her with a subdued laugh.) 
Ha, ha! — the broken heart can know'no pang 
Like that which racks the bad heart when its sting 
Poisons itself. Now then away to Louis. 
The bell still tolls : there's time. This soft La Valliere ! 
The only thing that ever baffled Lauzun, 
And felt not his revenge ! — revenge, poor soul ! 
Revenge upon a dove ! — she shall be saved 
From the pale mummies of yon Memphian vault 
Or the great Louis will be less than man, — 
Or that fond sinner will be more than woman. 

[£xt7 Lauzun. 



SCENE VL 

The interior of the Chapel of the Camielite Convent — 
On the foreground^ Courtiers^ Ladies^ S^c, — At the 
back of the stage ^ the altar ^ only partially seen through 
the surrounding throng — The Officials pass to and fro 
swinging the nensers — The stage darkened-, — Lights 
suspended along the aisle, and tapers by the altar, 

(As the scene opens, solemn music^ to which is chaunied the 
following) 

HYMN. 
Come from the world, O weary soul,' 
For run the race and near the goal t 
Flee from the net. O lonely dove, 
Thy nest is built the clouds above ! 
Turn, wild and worn with panting fear, 
And slake thy thirst, thou wounded deer^ 

In Jordan's holy 'sprins^s ! 
Arise ! O fearful soul, arise ! 
For broke the chain and calm the skies * 
As moths fly upward to the star, 
The light allures thee from afar. 
Though earth is lost, and space is wide^ 
The smile of God shall be thy guide^ 
Aad Faith and Hope thy wings | 
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Scene VI.] TEJE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. 125 

(As the Hymn ends, Bragelone enters, and stands 
apart in the backgrounds) 

FIRST COURTIER. 

Three minutes more, and earth has lost La Valliere ! 

SSCOND COURTIER. 

So young ! — so fair ! . 

THIRD COURTIER. 

'Twas whispered, that the King 
Would save her yet ! 

FIRST COURTIER. 

What ! snatch her from the altar ? 
He durst not, man ! 

Enter Louis, Grammont, and Lauzun, 

LOUIS. 

Hold ! we forbid the rites 1 

(As the King advances hastily up the aisle, Bragelone 
places himself before him,) 

Back, monk ! revere the presence of the King ! 

BRAGELONE. 

And thou the palace of the King of kings ! 

LOUIS. 

Dotard ! we claim our subject. 

BRA(3ELONE. 

She hath past 
The limit of your realm. Ye priests of God, 
Complete your solemn task ! — The church's curse 
Hangs on the air. Descendant of Saint Louis, 
Move — and the avalanche falls ! 
12* 
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126 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALUERE. [Act Vl 

(The Duchess de la Valliere^ siill drest in the bridal 
and gorgeous attire assumed before the taking of 
the veily descends from the altar,) 

DUCHESS D£ LA YALLIERE. 

No, holy friend I 
I need it not ; my soul is my protector. 
Nay, thou may'st trust nie. 

BRAGELONE {after a pause,,) 

Thou art right. — I trust thee I 

LOUIS. 

(Leading the Duchess de la Valliere to the front of 
the stage.) 

Thou hast not tak'n the veil 1 — Ev'n Time had mercy. 
Thou art saved ! — thou arc saved ! — ^to love — ^to life ! 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Ah, Sire ! 

L0UI8. 

Call me not Sire ! forget that dreary time 
When thou wert Duchess, and myself the King. 
Fly back, fly back, to those delicious hours 
When / was but thy lover and thy Louis ! 
And thou my dream — my bird — my fairy flower — 
My violet, shrinking in the modest shade 
Until transplanted to this breast — to haunt 
The common air with odours ! O ! Louise ! 
Hear me ! — the fickle lust of change allured me, 
The pride thy virtues wounded armed agaitfst Ihee, 
Until I dreamed I loved thyself no longer ; 
But now this dread resolve, this awe of parting. 
Re-binds me to thee — bares my soul before me — 
Dispels the lying mists that veiled thine image, 
And tells me that I never loved but thee ! 
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Scene VI.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLTERE. WT 

Dr€HE8S DE LA VALLIERB. 

I am not then despised! — thou loTest me stiH ! 
And when I pray for tliee, my heart may feel . 
That it hath nothing to forgive ! 

LOUIS. 

^ Louise I 

Thou dost renounce this gloomy purpose 1 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Never! 
It is not gloomy ! — think' st thou it is gloom 
To feel that, as my soul becomes more pure, 
Heaven will more kindly listen to the prayers 
That rise for thee ? — is that thought gloom, my Louis / 

LOUIS. 

Oh ! slay me not with tenderness ! Remain I 
And if thy cooscience startle at ray love, 
Be still my friend — my angel I 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

I am weak,' 
But, in the knowledge of my weakness, strong ! 
I could not breathe the air that's sweet with thee, 
Nor cease to love ! — in flight my only safety ; 
And were that flight not made by solemn vows 
Eternal, it were bootless ; for the wings 
Of my wild soul know but two bournes to speed to — 
Louis and Heaven ! And, oh ! in Heaven at last 
My soul, unsinning, may unite with Louis ! 

LOUIS. 

I do implore thee ! — 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

No ; thou can'st not tempt me ! 
" My heart already is the nun. 

LOUIS. 

Thou know'st not 
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128 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. [Act V. 

I have dismissed thy rival from the coyrt. 
Return ! — though mine no more, at least thy Louis 
Shall know no second love ! 

DUCHESS DE LA. VALLIERE. 

What ! wilt thou, Louis, 
Renounce for me eternally my rival, 
And live alone for 

LOUIS. 

Thee ! Louise, I swear it \ 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE {raising her arms to Heaven.) 

Father ! at length, I dare to hope for pardon, 

For now remorse may prove itself sincere ! 

Bear witness, Heaven ! I never loved this man 

So well as now ! and never seemed his love 

Built on so sure a rocic ! Upon thine altar* 

I lay the offering. I revoke tlie past ; 

For Louis, Heaven was left — and now I leave 

Louis, when tenfold more beloved, for Heaven ! 

Ah ! pray with me ! Be this our latest token — 

This memory of sweet moments — sweot, though sinless ! 

Ah ! pray with me ! that I may hive till death 

The thought — ' we prayed together for forgiveness !' 

LOUIS. 

Oh I wherefore never knew T till this hour 

The treasure I shall lose ! I dare not call thee 

Back from the Heaven where thou art half already ! 

Thy soul demands celestial destinies, 

And stoops no more to earth. Be thine the peace, 

And mine the penance ! Yet these awful walls, 

The rigid laws of this severest order, 

Yon spectral shapes, this human «epulchre, — 

And thou, the soft, the delicate, the highborn, 

The adored delight of Europe's mightiest king, 

Thou canst not bear it ! 
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Scene VI.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 129 

DUCHESS D£ LA VALLIERE. 

I have borne much worse — 
Thy change and ihy desertion ! — Let it pass ! 
There is no terror in the things without ; 
Our souls alone the palace or the prison ; 
And the one thought, that I have fled from sin 
Will fill the cell with images more glorious, 
And haunt its silence with a mightier music, 
Than ever thronged illumined halls, or broke 
From harps by mortal strung ! 

LOUIS. 

I will not hear thee ! 
I cannot brave these thoughts. Thy angel voice 
But tells me what a sun of heavenly beauty 
Glides from the earth, and leaves my soul to darkness. 
This is my work! — 'twas I for whom that soul 
Forsook its native element ; for me. 
Sorrow consumed thy youth, and conscience gnawed 
That patient, tender, unreproachful heart. 
And now this crowns the whole ! the priest — the altar — . 
The sacrifice — the victim ! Touch me not ! 
Speak not! I am unmann'd enough already, 
I — 1 — I choke ! These tears — let them speak for me. 
Now ! now thy hand — O, God ! farewell, for ever ! 

\^Exit Louis ^ 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

t 

For ever ! till the angel's trump shall wake 
Affection from the grave. Ah ! blessed thought. 
For ever ! that's no word for earth ; but angels 
Shall cry * for ever' when we meet^gain : 
Be firm, my heart, be firm ! 

(After a pause ^ turning to JBragelone, with a slight smile. 

'Tis past ! we've conquered I 
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130 THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. [Act V. 

( The Duchess de la Valliere re-a^cends to the altar — 
the crowd close around.)^ 

Music, 

CHORUS. 

Hark ! to the nuptial train are opened wide 

The Eternal Gatts. Hosanna to the bride ! 

GRAMMONT. 

She has ta'en the veil — the last dread rite is done. 

ABBESS (from the altar,) 

Sister Louise ! before the eternal grate 
Becomes thy barrier from the living world, 
It is allowed thee once njore to behold 
Tlie face of men, and bid farewell to friendship. 

BRAGELONE (aside,) 

Why do I shudder? why shrinks back ray being 
From our last gaze, like Nature from the Grave 1 
One moment, and one look, and o'er her image 
Thick darkness falls, till Death, that morning star, 
Heralds immortal day. I hear her steps 
Treading the mournful silence; o'er my soul 
Pauses the freezing time. O Lord, support me I 
One effort more— one effort '.7— Wake, my soul! 
'Tis thy last trial ; wilt thou play the craven 1 

(The crowd give way, the Duchess de la Valliere, in 
the habit of the Carmelite nuns, passes down the 
steps of the altar, led by the Abbess — As she pauses 
to address those whom she recognises in the crowd^ 
the chorus chaunts) — 

Sister, look and speak thy last, 
From the world thouVt d^ing fast ; 
Wiule far'^well to life thou'rt giving, 
Dead already to the living. 
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Scene VI.] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. * 131 

i>i7 CHESS DE LA VALLIERE (comiug to the froTit of the 

stage, sees JLauzun,)' 
Lauzun ! thou serv'st a King, wliate'er his faults, 
Whoinierits all thy service: honor — love him. 
His glory needs no friendship ; but in sickness. 
Or sorrow, kings need love. Be faithful, Lauzun! 
And, far from thy loud world, one lowly voice 
Shall not forget thee. 

BRAGELONE (aside.) 

All the strife is hushed ! 
My heart's wild sea lies mute, and o'er the waves 
The Saviour walks. 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE (approaching Bragelone, 
and kneeling to him.) 

And now, oh ! friend and father, 
Bless the poor Nun ! 

BRAGELONE. 

As Duchess of La Valliere 
Thou wert not happy ; as the Carmelite Sister 
Say — art thou happy ? 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE. 

Yes ! 

BRAGELONE. {laying his hand on her head,) 
O Father, bless her! 

CFIORUS. 

Hark ! in heaven is mirth ! 

Jubilate ! 
Grief leaves guilt on earth ! 

Jubilate ! 
Joy for sin forgiven ! 

Jubilate ! 
Come, O Bridq of Heaven ! 

Jubilate ! 
Curtain falls slowly, 

END. " ' 
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RECENT PUBLICATIONS- 
MEMOIRS OF LUCIEN BONAPARTE, 

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 

" This volume relates to a most interesting period in the history of 
the world."— Poa^ 
I " A work which must and will be read by every person who pre- 

' tends to read at all." — Southern Literary Messenger. 

II. 

MRS. HEMANS' MEMOIRS 
Splendidly lUitstrated, 

MEMORIALS OF MRS. HEMANS, 

With Extracts from her Private Correspondence. 
BY H. F. CHORLEY, ESO. * 

" This work is embelished with very exquisite engravings, com- 
prises two beautifully printed volumes, and forms altogether one of 
the most delightful books for the boudoir or drawing-room table we 
have ever seen. The letters and biography of such an admired 
authoress must of necessity be highly interesting ; it only therefore 
remains for us to recommend all our readers to secure a copy. This 
edition and this only is published, expressly for the pecuniary benefit of 
the family of Mrs. Hemans, This fact should be borne ip mind"^ — 
Evening Star. 

III. 

MR. WILLIS'S NEW WORK, 

Now ready the Third Edition of 

INKLINGS OF ADVENTURE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " PENCILLIKGS BY THE WAY." 

" As a writer of entertaining fiction, we doubt that he has a superior 
among his cotemporaries. His portraits are mainly rose-colored, and 
his style is the perfection of brilliant elegance. He has but to will it, 
,_^ and he will rank among American authors second only to Washing- 
ton Irving."— .Yew Yorker. 

" Mr. Willis's writings are amongst the most interesting, exciting^ 
and brilliant of modern times." — London J^ew Monthly Magazine. 

"This work will doubtless be welcomed by a great mass of 
readers." — *Albion, 
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RECENT PUBtLICATIONS. 

IV. 

In 1 Vol. with a beautiful Portrait, 

LITERARY REMAINS OF THE LATE 
WILLIAM HAZLITT, 

With a Notice of his Life by his Son, and thoughts on his Genius and 
Writings, &c. 

By E. L. Bulwer, Esq. 

"Of Hazlitt as an essayist, scholar and critic, we need say 
nothing. Though rarely presented in this country in a form to 
ensure general currency, his works are all well known to the literary 
world, and not leas admired. In facility of style, and the graces of 
diction, he has rarely been surpassed. We rejoice that such an 
edition of his less ephemeral productions has appeared on this side 
the Atlantic, and trust that the intellect and good taste of our coun- 
trymen will be indicated in the measure of its patronage." — J^evo 
Yorker, ' 

V. 

Illustrated with the Orighid Enf^lish Plates* 

MADRID IN 1835. 

Sketches of the Metropolis of Spain and its inhabitants, and of So- 
ciety and Manners in the Peninsula. 
BY A RESIDENT OFFICER. 
We have rarely read a work of h;gher interest, and not often lately. 
Been one upon which the publishers have done their duty so well.^' 

Mom, Courier, 

VI. 

NEW AND SPLENDIDLY EMBELLISHED WORK, 

In one large Vol. 8vo. 

THE BOOK OF GEMS. 

( The Poets and Jlrtists of Great, BrUain,) 

WITH UPWARDS OF 

FIFTY BEAUTIFUL ENGRAVINGS 

FROM 

ORIGINAL PICTURES. 

** The Bonk of Gems seems too fair to be looked upon, combining all 
those external decoratioos which made the Annucds so attractive, with 
something far better than the vapid prose and milk-and-water poetry 
of which their staple generally consisted It is a book more lovely to 
the sense than the most gorgeous of the tribe of Souvenirs and Forget-me- 
nots; and, unlike them, it will be as valuable twenty years beoce as it is 
now. — American Monthly Mag. 
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